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PROLOG UE. 


| Spoken by the Author. 


Allants ! behold before your eves the wight, 
Whoje actions fland accountable to-night, 
For all your dividends of profit or delight. 
New plays rejemble bubbles, aue muff own, 
But their intrinſic value ſoon is known, 
There's uo impoſing pleaſure on a totun. | 
Aud <vhen they fail, count o'er his pains aud trouble, 
His dom bits, his fears, the poet is a bubble. 
A; heroes by the tragic muſe are ſung ; 
$ to tbe comic, knarves and Fools belong by 
Follics, tu-night, of various kinds cue paint, 
One, in a female philofophic ſaint, 5 
That cvn d by learning natures laws repeal, 
Warm all her ſex's boſoms to rebel, 
Aud only <vith Platonic raptures fell. 
Long. he refifts the proper uſe of beauty, 
But fluſh and blood reduce the dame to dus. 
4 coxcomb too of modern flamp <vr ſhox, 


Jie ——but impudenit——a South-Sea beau. 


Nay, amore our muſe; fire (but, prav, protret ber 
Roaſts, to your tafte, a while South-Sea directur. 
But let none think wwe bring bim here in ſpite, 
For all their actions, ſure, will bear the light ; 
Befides, he's painted here in height of power, 
Long ere ue iaiul ſuch ruin at his door : 
When he <vas levee'd, Like a flateſinan, by the tron, 
Aud thought his heap'd-up millions all his o:vn. 
No, no ; flocks altvays at a thouſand here, 
He'll almoſt housft on the age appear. 
Such ts our fare, to feed the mind our aim, 
But poets fkand, Ike warriors, in their fame; 
One ill day's «vork brings all their paſt to ſhame. 
Thus having taſted of your former fawour, 
The chance ſcems notu for deeper flakes than ever. 
As after runs of luck, <ve're moſt accurſt, | 
To loſe our vin, than have loſt at firſt; 
4 rt flake laſt has often ſaw d from ruin, 
But on one caſt to loſe the tout ——is hard undoing. 
But be it as it may——the dye is throvn, 
Tear now were folly— Paß the RuZicon, 
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* The lines diſtinguiſhed by inverted comas, * thus," are omitted in the 


| Repreſentation, and tbeſe printed in Italics are the additions f 
| the Theatre. 


| — 


ECT 1 
The SCENE, Weftminfler-Hull. 
| Frankly and Granger meeting. 
4 FaAnkLyY. 
S it poſſible ! 
Gran. Frankly ! 


| Fran. Dear Granger! I did not expect you theſe ten 
l ans now came you to be fo much better than your 
1 


i Gran, Why, to tell you the truth, becauſe I began to 
{ think London better than Paris. | | 
| 


Fran. That's firange : but you never think like other 
people. 

- wa I am more apt to ſpeak what I think, than other 
people: though, I conteſs, Paris has its charms ; but to 
me they are like thoſe of a coquette, gay and gaudy ; 
they ſerve to amuſe with, but a man would not chooſe 
to be married to them. In ſhort, I am to paſs my days 
in Old England, and am therefore reſolved not to have 
an ill opinion of it. ; 
| Fran, Theſe ſettled thoughts, Ned, make me hope, 

that if ever you ſhould marry, you will be as partial to 
| the woman you intend to paſs your days with. 5 

Gran. Faith, I think every man's a fool that is not: 
dut it's very odd; you fee, the groſſeit fools have ge- 
| A 3 nerally 


7 
C 
| 
| 


6 THE REFUSAL. 

„ nerally ſenſe enough to be fond of a fine houſe, or 2 
© fine horſe, when they have bought them: they can fee 
the value of them, at leaſt ; aud why a poor wite ſhould 
© not have as fair play for one's inclination, I can fee no 
© reaſon, but downright ill nature or ſtupidity. 

Fran. \What do you think of avarice * when people 
purchaſe wives, as they do other goods, only becauſe 
they are a pennyworth: then tco, a woman has a ſine 
time onꝰt. 

Gras. Ay, but that will never be the eaſe of my 
wife: when I warry, I'll do it with the fame conve- 


his eſtate will bear it, it's eaſy, and keeps him out of 

dirty company. 

* Fran. But, what! would you have a wife have no 
© more charms than a chariot ? 

© Gran. Ah, friend, it I can but paſs as many eaſy 
* hours at home with one, as abroad in t'other, I will 
* take my chance for her works of ſupererogation ; and 
I believe at worſt, ſhould be upon a par with the hap- 
pineſs of moſt huſbands about town. 

* Fran. But at this rate, you would marry before you 
© are in love. „ 

Gras. Why not? Do you think happineſs is entailed 
upon marrying the woman you love? No more than 
reward is upon public merit: it may give you a title 
* toit indeed; but you muſt depend upon other people's 
virtue to find your account in either. For my part, I 
* am not for building caſtles in the air;* when I marry, 
I expect no great matters; none of your angels, a mor- 
tal woman will do my buſineſs, as you'll find, when I 
tell you my choice. All I deſire of a wife, is, that ſhe 
* will do as ſhe is bid, and keep herſelf clean.” 

Fran. Would you not have her a companion, tho', 

* as well as a ow? . 

Gran. You mean, I ſuppoſe, a woman of ſenſe. 
Fran. I ſhould nat think it amiſs for a man of ſenſe. 
Gran. Norl; but, s death! where ſhall I get her? 

In ſhort, I am tired with the ſearch, and will ev'n take 

* up, with one, as nature has made her, handſome, and 

* only a fool of her own making, 5 


nient vieus as a man would ſet up his coach; becauſe 
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THE REFUSAL 7 
Fran. Was ever ſo deſperate an indiſference? Ian 


| im patient till I know her. 


Gram. Exen the ſage and haughty prude, Sophronia. 
Fran. Sophronia! I hope you don't take her for a 
fool, Sir:* why, ſhe thinks ſhe has more ſenſe than all 
her (ex together. 

Gran. * You don't tell me that as a proof of her wit, 
I preſume, Sir. 

Fran. No: but I think your humour's a little extra- 


ordinary, that can refolve to marry the woman you 
laugh at. 

2 ; hay It's at leaſt, a ſign I am in no great danger of 
© her laughing at me, Tom; the caſe of many a prettier 
« fellow. But I take Sophronia to be only a fool of parts, 
© that is however capable of thinking oak; and a man 
© muit be mice indeed, that turns up his noſe at a woman 
© who has ro worſe :mperfection, than ſetting too great 
value upon her underſtanding.” I grant it the is half 
mad with her learning and philoſophy : what then? ſo 
are moſt of our great men, when they get a lutle too 
much on't. Nay, the is ſo rapt in the pride of her ima- 
ginary knowledge, that ſhe almoſt forgets the is a wo- 
man, and thinks all offers of love to her perfon a diſ- 
honour to the dignity of her foul; bur all this does not 
diſcourage me: he may fancy herſelf as wiſe as the 
pleaſes ; but unleſs I fail in my meaſures, I think I ſhall. 
have hard luck, if I don't make that fine fleſh and blood 
of hers, as troubleſome as my own in a fortnight. 

Fran. You muſt have better luck than I had then; I 
was her fool for above five months together, and did not 
come ill recommended to the family ; but could make 
no more impreſſion than upon a veſtal virgin; and yer 
* how a man of your cool reflexion, can think of at- 
* tempting her, I have no notion. 

© Gran. Piha! I laugh at all her airs: a woman of 
8 „general inſenſibility, is only one that has never been 

' rightly attacked. 

Fran. Are you then really refolved to her? 
Gran. Why not? Is not ſhe a fine creature ? Has 
t ſhe parts? Would not half her * 


dae, „ _ 
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* not her beauty natural, her perſon lovely, her mien 
« majeſtic ?>— Then ſuch a conſtitution 

Fran. Nay, ſhe has a wholeſome look, I grant vou: 
* but then her prudery, and Platonic principles, are in- 
ſupportable. 

Gran. Now to me they are more diverting, than all 
* the levity of a coquette : Oh, the noble conflicts be. 
© tween nature and a proud underſtanding, make our tri- 
« umphs ſo infinitely above thoſe petty conqueſts —— 
* Befides, are not you philoſopher enough to know, my 
friend, that a body continent holds moſt of the thing 
contained? Tis not your waſting current, but reſer- 
* yours, that make the fountain play; not the prodigal's, 
© but the miſer's cheſt that holds the treaſure. No, no, 
* take my word, your prude has thrice the latent fire of 
© acoquette. Your prude's flaſk hermetically ſealed, all's 
* right within, depend upon't; but your coquette's a 
bs _ bottle of plague-water, that's open te every 
= 

*. 
Frau. Well, Sir, fince you ſeem ſo heartily in earneſt, 
and, I ſee, are not to be diſguſted at a little female 
* frailty: 1 think I ought in honour to let you into a 
©* little more of her. You muſt know then, this marble- 
hearted lady, who could not bear my addreſſes to herſelf, 
has, notwithitanding, fleſh and blood enough to be con- 
toundedly uneaſy, that I now pay them to her ſiſter. 
Gras. I am to hear it. Priythee, let me know 

all; for tis upon theſe fort of weakneſſes that I am to 
ſtren my hopes. 

* Fran. You know, I writ you word, that I thought the 
* ſafeſt way to convey my real paſſion for her fiſter Char- 
* lotte, would be to drop my cold pretenſions to Sophro- 
* niainſenfſibly ; upon which account I rather heightened 
my reſpect to her: but as, you know, tis harder to 
* diſguiſe a real inclination, than to diſſemble one we 
* have not; Sophronia, it ſeems, has ſo far ſuſpected the 
cheat, that, ſince your abſence, ſhe has broke into a 
* thouſand little impatiences at my new happineſs with 
Charlotte. | 

Gran. Good | 
Fran. But the jeſt is, ſhe can't yet bring down her va- 
nity to believe I am in earneſt with Charlotte * 
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but really fancies my addreſfſes there are all grimace ; 
the mere malice of a rejected lover, to give her ſcorn a 
jealouſy. 

Gran. Admirable ! but I hope you are ſure of this. 

Fran. Twas but yeſterday ſhe gave me a proof of it. 

© Gran, Pray, let's hear, 

© Fran, Why, as Charlotte and I were whiſpering at 
+ one end of a room, while we 8 her wrapt up in 
one of Horace's odes at the other, of a ſudden I obſerved 
her come failing up to me, with an inſulting ſmile, as 
* who ſhould ſay—T laugh at all theſe ſhallow art 


| + then turned ſhort, and looking over her ſhoulder, cried 


{ aloud, —4b, mifer ! 
| * Puantd laboras in Charybdi ! 6-6 
© Gran, Digne puer mcliore flamma—— Ah! methinks 
I ſee the imperious huſſy in profile, waving her ſnowy 
neck into a thouſand lovely attitudes of ſcorn and tri- 
* yumph! Oh, the dear vanity !' Well, when all's faid, 


{ the coxcomb's vaſtly handſome. 


Fran. Egad, thou art the oddeſt fellow in the world, 
to be thus capable of diverting yourſelf with your miſ- 
i treſs's jealouſy of another man. 

Gras. Pha! Thou'rt too refined à lover; I am 


| oo any occaſion that proves ber more a woman 
6 1 I 


Fran. But pray, Sir, upon what foot did you ſtand 


with her before you wont to France? 


* Gran. Oh, I never pretended to more than a Platonic 
| paſſion; I ſaw, at firſt view, ſhe was inacceſſible by 


love. 


* Fran. Yet, ſince you were reſolved to purſue her 
| how came » ha of madiing to Pale? 8 
Gran. Why, the laſt time I faw her, ſhe grew ſo fan- 


} © raſticzlly jealous of my regaeding her more as a woman, 


than an intellectual being, that my patience was half 
red; and having, at that time, an appointment with 
* fome idle 9 to make a trip to Paris, I ſlily took 
that occaſion, and told her, if I threw myſelf imo a 
voluntary baniſhment from her perſon, I haped ſhe 
* would then be convinced, I had no other views of 


1 * pineſs, than what her letters might, even in 


* as well gratify, from the charms of her un 
Fran. 
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Fran. Moſt ſolemnly impudent. 

Gran. In thort, her vanity was ſo blind to the ban- 
© ter, that ſhe inſiſted upon my going, and made me a con - 
« ditional promiſe of anſwering all my letters; in which 
I have flattered her romantic rolly to that degr ee, that in 
© her laſt, ſhe confeſſes an entire ſatis faction in the Inno- 
cent Dignit) ot my inclinations (as ſhe ſtiles it) and 
therefore thinks herſelf bound in gratitude to recall me 
from exile : which gracious boon (being heartily tired 
* at Pans) I am now arrived to accept of. 

Fran. The merrieſt amour that ever was! Well, 
and, Frank, why don't you viſit her? 

Gran. Oh! do all things by rule — not an me has di- 
ned; tor our great Engliſh philoſopher, my Lord Bacon, 
tells you, that then the mind is generally moſt ductile. 

Fran. Wiſely conſidered. 

Gran. Beſides, I want to have a little talk firſt with the 
old gentleman her tather. 

Fran. Sir Gilbert! If I don't miſtake, yonder he comes. 

Gran. Where, pr'ythee ? 

Har. There, by the bookſeller's ; don't you ſee him, 
with an odd crowd after him ? 

Gran. Oh | now ] have him he's loaded with pa- 
pers, like a ſolicitor. 

Fran, Sir, he is, at this time, a man of the firſt conſe- 
quence, and receives more petitions every hour, than the 
court of in a whole term. | 

Gran. What ! is he lord treaſurer ? 

+ Fran. A much more conſiderable perſon, I can aſſure 
you ; he is a South Sea director, Sir, 

Gran. Oh, I cry you mercy ! and thoſe about him, | 
preſume, are bowing for ſubſcriptions. 

Fran. That's hs buſineſs, you may be "RI ; but{e, 
at laſt he has broke from them. Ler- 

9 Gran. No : there's one has got him by the fleeve 
© again.” 
E © What if we ſhould” ſtand off, and obſerve 3 

' Gran. With all my heart. 

Sir Gilb. [To a . at the door. ] Pr'ythee, be quiet, 
fellow ! I tell you I'll ſend the Duke an anſwer to-mor- 


(W: this.] 
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N rebin. ] It's very well, Sir — — 


Kr Gilbert Heals, entering with a great parcel of 
letters 2 hand, and others fluffing his pockets. 125 


Sir Gilb. Very well! aye, ſo it is, if he gets it then 


Why! what! theſe people of quality, ſure, think they 


do you a favour when they aſk one Huh, let him come 
for it himſelf! I am ſure I was forced to do ſo at his 
houſe, when I came for my own, and could not get it nei- 
ther and he expects I thould give him two thouſan ! 
pounds only for ſending a footman to me. Why! what! 
Does his Grace think I don't know which fide my bread's 
buttered on? Let's ſee! * who we thee hom þ [ Reads 
6 to himſelf. 

* Gran. The old gentleman's no blind admirer of a 
man of quality, I ſee. 

* Fran. Oh, Sir ! he has lately taken upa mortal aver- 
© fion to any man that has a better title than himſelf. 

* Gran. How ſo pray? 

© Fran. As he grows rich, he grows ; and among 
* friends, had lately a mind to be a lord himſelf ; 
but applying to the wrong perſon, it 8 he was diſ- 
appointed; and ever fince piques himſelt upon deſpi- 
* ſing any — who is not as __ —_— 

Gran. the right plebeian ſpirit Eng- 
land: but I think he” — an honeſt man. 

Fran. Umph ! Yes, well enou good fort of a 
* mercantile conſcience: he is punctual in ba and 
expects the ſame from others; he will neither ſteal nor 
cheat, unleſs he thinks he has the of the law: 


0 then indecd, as moſt thriving men do, he thinks ho- 


® nour and equity are chimerical notions. 
© Gran. Thath is, he bluntly profeſſes what other peo- 
ple iſe with more — accoſt him. 
* 


ran. Stay a little. 
Enter a Footman, with a Letter. 

© Sir Gilz. To me, friend Wbt, will they never 
by aps 
* Footm my in - 
' vice, and ſays ſhe'll call at rat cated 
* morrow morning. 5 
Lir 
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« Sir Gil3, Very well; tell my Lady, I'll take care— 

© [Exit Footman.] to be exactly out of the way when ſhe 
© comes. 

Gran. Hah! he'll keep that part of his word, I war. 
© rant him. 

* Sir Gilb, Let's ſee : the old ſtory, I ſuppoſe— [ R-ad..] 
* Umn—um—yes, yes—only two thouſand—Hah ! does 
* the woman take me fora fool ? Does ſhe think I don't 
* know, that a two thouſand fubſcription is worth two 
* thouſand guineas ? And becauſe ſhe is not worth above 
fourſcore bad already, ſhe would have me give 
them to her for nothing. To a poor relation, ſhe pre · 
© tends, indeed; as if the loved any body better than 
© herſelf. A drum! and a fiddle ! I'll greaſe none of 

your fat ſows, not I.'—No, no; get you into the ne- 
gative pocket — Bleſs my eyes! Mr. Granger! 

Graz. Sir Gilbert, I am your moſt humble ſervant. 

Sir Gill. In troth, I am glad to fee you in England 
again—Mr. Frankly, your humble ſervant. 

Fran. Sir, your molt obedient. 

Sir Gill. Well, how goes Miſſiſſippi, man? What, dv 
they bring their amy by waggon loads to market lk: 
Hay ! ha, ha, ha 

ran. Oh, all gone! Good for nothing, Sir! Your 
South Sea has brought it to waſte paper. 

Sir Gilb. Why, ay, han't we done glorious th i ings here, 
ha? We have — 
they, boy. 

Grau. Ah, Sir, in a little time we ſhall reduce chase, 
who kept them there, to their original of riding hakind 
them here. 

Sir Gill. Hah, bub ! you will have your joke gil, 6 
fee—— Well, you have not ſold out, I hope. 

Gran, Not I, faith, Sir ; the old five thoufand bes fave 
as it was, I don't ſee where one can move it and mend 
it; ſo eꝰen let it lie, and breed by irſelt. - 
| Sir Gibb. You're right, you're right hark you 
keep it—the thing will do more iti}l, boy. 

= Sir, I am ſure it's in hands that can rake it.do 


Bir G 2 Have you got any new ſubſeriptions? 
Gran, You know, vir, I have been abſent; . is 
1 


wor k for the coachmakers as well 
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really now grown ſo valuable a favour, I have not the 


confidence to aik it. 


Sir Gilb, Piha ! pr'ythee, never talk of that, man. 

Gran. If I thought you were not full, Sir 

Sir Gib. Why, if I were as full as a bumper, Sir, I'll 
put my triends in, let who will run over for it. 

Frax. Sir Gilbert always doubles his favours by his 


manner of doing them. 


Sir Gilb. Frankly, you are down for five thouſand 
pounds a!ready, and you may depend upon every ſhilling 
of it Let me tee—what have 1 done with my hiſt ? 
Granger has a good eſtate, and had an eye upon my eldeſt 


daughter before he went to France, I muſt have him in g 


it may chance to bring the matter to bear. [. ar. 
ran. Where did you get all theſe letters, Sir Gilbert? 

Sir Gilb. Why, ay, this is the trade every morning; 
all tor ſubſcriptions. Nay, they are ſpecial ſtuf.— Here, 
pr'ythee, read that. 

Fran. Who is it from, Sir? 

Sir Gill. Oh, a North-Briton! a bloody, ſquabbling 
fellow, who owes me a thoufand pounds tor difference, 
and that's his way of paying me. Read it. 

Gran. [ Reading.) ** Wuns, Sir, de ye no tack me for 


aman of honour! Ye need no fend to my ludging fo of- 
ten for year pimping thouſand pound. An yell be but 
civil a bit, Ite order the bearer, my brocker, to mack up 
year balance; an if ye wull but gee yourſel the trouble 
to put his name intull your own liſt tor a thouſand ſub- 
ſcription, he'te pay ye aw down upo' the nail: but an ye 
wunna do this ſmaw jubb, the deel dom me an ye e'er 


ee a groat from me, as long as my name is 


George Blunderbuſs.“ 
Fran, What can you do with ſuch a fellow, Sir? = 
Sir Gilb. Do with him! why, I'll let him have it, and 


| get my money. I had better do that, than be obliged to 


light for it, or give it to the lawyers. 


Fran. Nay, that's true too. 


&r Gilb. Here's: another, now, from one of my wife's 


| hopeful relations ; an extravagant puppy, that has rattled 
gilt chariot to pieces before it was paid tor. But he'll 


B Frans | 
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Fran. [ Reading. —“ Dear knight.“ I ſee he i 
famili by a a 


iar. 

Sir Gilb. Nay, it's all of a piece. 

Fran. {Reading.] ** Not to mince the matter; yeſter- 
day, at Marybone, they had me all bob as a Robin. In 
ſhort, being out of my money, I was forced to come the 
caſter, and tumbled for five hundred, dead: befides which, 
I owe Crop, the lender, a brace; and if I have a ſingle Si- 
mon to pay him, rot me. But the queer coll promiſes 


to advance me t'other three, and bring me home, provided 


** will let him ſneak into your liſt for a cool thouſand. 
ou know it's a debt of honour in me, and will coſt you 
nothing. | Yours in haſte, 
Robert Rattle.” 
Fran, The ſtile is extraordinary. 
Gran. And his morives irreſiſtible. 


Sir Gill. Nay, I have them from all nations; here's 


one now from an Iriſh reiation of my own. 

Fran. Oh ! pray, let's ſee. | 

Sir Gilb, There. [Frankly reads. 

„Loving couſin, and my dear life. 

© There is only my brother Patrick, and dat is two of 
us; and becaufe we would have a great reſpec for our 
relations, we are come poſt from Tipperary, with a w_ 
defign to put both our tamilies upon one anoder. 
though we have no acquaintance with your brave daugh- 
ters, we ſaw them yeſte: day at the cathedral church, and 
find they vil ſtarve us vel enough. And to ſhew our 
fincere affections, we vil taak dem vidout never a penny 
of money ; only, as a ſmall token of ſhivility upon } waa 
fide, we deſire the faavour of both of us each ten 


fard in this fame new ſubſcription. And becauſe, in our 


haſte, ſome of our cloachs and bills of exchange were for- 
got, prydee be ſo grateful as to ſend us two ſcore pounds, 
to put us into ſome worſhip fur the mean time. So dis 
was all from, my dear lite, 
Your humble ſarvant, 
And loving relation, 


3 Owen Mac Ogle.” 

Fran. A very modeſt epiſtle, truly 
Sir Gilb. Oh, here's my liſt — Now, Mr. Granger, 
we'll ſee what we can do for you. Hold, here are ſome 


* 
4 
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ple that have no bufineſs here, I am ſure—ay, here is 
Dr. Bullanbear, one thouſand — Why, ay, I was forced 
to put him down to get rid of him. The man has no 
conſcience. Don't I know he's in every court · liſt under 
a ſham name? Indeed, Domine Doctor, you cant be 
here. [Scratches him out.] Then here's another favourite 
of my wife's too; Signor Caponi da Capo—two thou» 
ſand What, becauſe he can get as much for a ſong, does 
he think to have it for whiſthng too ?—Huh, huh, huh e 
not J, truth ; I am not for ſending our money into popiſn 
countries. . { Blots him out. 

Fran. Rightly conſidered, Sir. | 

Sir Gilb. Lets ſee who's next“ Sir James Baker, 
 Knt. one thouſand. | 

© Gran. ky 4 he, Sir? © | " 

Sir Gilb, Oh, a very ingemious on ! he's well 
known at court; he maſt ſtand ; J I beHNeve we 
« ſhall employ him in our Spaniſh trade—— Oh! here 
ve can you fpare one, I believe Sir Iſaac Bickerſtaff, 
© Knt. one thouſand, 

* Fran. What, the fam'd cenſor of Great Britain? 
Sir Gilb, No, no, he was a very honeſt, ant fel- 
low; this is only a relation, a mere whunfical, that 
* will draw nobody's way but his own, and is always 
* wiſer than his betters. I don't underſtand that ſort of 
* wiſdom, that's for doing good to every body but him- 
« ſelf. Let thoſe liſt him that like him; he ſhall ride in 
© no troop of mine, odſheartlikins ! [ Blots him. 

Gran. How he damns them with a daſh, like a pro- 
© ſcribing triumvir ! | 

* Sir Gib. Let's ſee.— I would fain have another for 
—— Oh, here ! William Penkethman, one thouſand. 
Ta, a very pretty fellow, truly! What, give a thouſand 
pounds to a player! why, it's enough to turn his brain: 
we ſhall have him grow proud, and quit the ſtage upon it. 
No, no, keep him poor, and let him mind his bulineſs ; 
if the puppy leaves off playing the fool, he's undone. 
No, no, I won't kurt the ſtage; my wife loves plays, and 
whenever ſhe is there, I am ſure of three hours quiet at 
home [ Blots, &c.]—Let's ſee ; one, three, four, five, 
11 juſt Frankly's ſum Here's five thouſand for you, 

Granger, with a wet finger, 

B 2 Gran, 
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Gran. Sir, I ſhall ever be in your debt. 
Sir G:1b. Pooh! you owe me nothing. 


- 


- 


Fran. You have the happineſs of this life, Sir Gilbert, 


the power of obliging all about vou. | 
Sir Gilb, Oh, Mr. Franklv, money won't do every 
thing! I am uneaſy at home tor all this. 
1 Is that poſſible, Sir, while you have ſo fine a 
E 


Sr Gill. Ay, ay, you are her favourite, and have lear- 


ning enough tro underſtand her; but ſhe is too wiſe and 
too wilful for me. 5 

Frau. Oh, Sir! learning's a fine accompliſhment in a 
fine lady. 2, 

Sir Gilb, Ay, it's no matter for that, ſhe's a great 
plague to me. Not but my lord biſhop, her uncle, was 
a mighty good man; ſhe lived all along with him; I 
took her upon his word; *twas he made her a ſcholar ; 
I thought her a miracle; before I had her, I uſed to ys 
and hear her talk Latin with him an hour together ; and 
there I—I—I played the tool ——-1 was wrong, I was 
wrong—1I ſhould not have married again—and yet, I was 
ſo fond of her parts, I begged him to give my eldeſt 
daughter the ſame fine education; and fo he did—bur, 
to 1 you the truth, I believe both their heads are 
turne 


Gran. A gocd huſband, Sir, would ſet your daughter 


right, I warr.nt you. 

Sir G. He muſt come out of the clouds, then; for ſte 
thinks no mortal man can deſerve her. What think you, 
Mr. Frankly, you had ſoon enough of her? f 

Fran. Ithink ſtill, ſhe may deſerve any mortal man, Sir. 

Gran. I can't boaſt of my merit, Sir Gilbert; but! 
Wiſh you would give me leave to take my chance with her. 

Sir Gilb: Will you dine with me? 

Gran. Sir, you ſhall not aſk me twice. 

Sir Gilb. And you, Mr. Frankly ? 

Fran. Thank you, Sir ; I have had the honour of my 
Lady's invitation before I came ovr. 

Sir Gilb. Oh, then, pray don't fail; for when you are 
there, ſhe is always in humour. 

Graz. I hope, Sir, we ſhall have the happineſs af the 
young lady's company too. 


Ser 


—u—ĩ—ä— — — . 


— —— 
— - a NG own 


Lf 


l hope you can't blame me for _ it. 
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Sir Gill. Ay, ay, after dinner I'll talk with you. 

Fran. Not torgetting your favourite, Charlotte, Sir. 

Kr Gilb. Look you, Mr. Frankly, I underſtand you; 
you have a mind to my daughter Charlotte, and I have 
often told you I have no exceptions to you ; and there- 
fore you may well wonder why I yet ſcruple my conſent, 
Fran. You have a right to rcfule it, no doubt, Sir; but 


Sir Gilß. In troth, I don't; and I wiſh you had it, 


| with all my heart. But fo it is—there's no comfort, ſure, 


$4 7 — 


in this life; for, though, by this glorious ſtate of our 
ſtocks, I have raiſed my poor ſingle plumb to a pomgra- 
nate, yet if they had not riſen quite ſo high, you and I, 
Mr. Frankly, might poſſibly have been both happier men 
than we are. 

Fran. How fo, Sir ? 

Sir Gilb, Why, at the price it now is, I am under con- 


tract to give one of the greateſt coxcombs upon earth the 
refuſal of marrying which of my daughters he pleaſes. 


Gras, Hey-day ! What, is marriage a bubble too? 


| | | . | [Ala . 
Sir Gilb. Nay, and am bound in honour even to ſpeak 


| a good word for him. You know young Witling. 


—— — 


Fran. I could have gueſs d your coxcumb, Sir; but I 


| hope he has not yet named the lady. 


Sir Gilb. Not directly; but I gueſs his inclinations, 
and expect every hour to have him make his call upon 
my conſent according to form, 

Fan. Is this poſſible? | 

Gran. Sir, if he ſhould happen to name Sophronia, will 
you give me leave to drub him out of his contract ? 

Sir Gilb. By no means; eredit's a nice point, and peo- 
ple won't ſuppoſe that would be done without my conni- 
ragce : * betide, I believe Sophronia's in no danger. But 


| * becaufe one can be ſure ot nothing, gentlemen, I de- 
mand both your words of honour, that, for my 
you will neither of you uſe any acts of hoſtility, 


Fran. Sir, in this caſe, you have a right to com- 


| © mand us. 


; 
| 


| 


* Sir Gilb, Your hands upon't. 

* Both. And our words of honour. 

* Sir Gilb, I am fatisfied*—It we can finda way to out 
3 3 wu 
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wit him, ſo; if not—Odfo ! here he comes —I beg your 
pardon, gentlemen ; but I won't be in his way, till I can. 
not help it. Hum, hum! | [ Exit Sir Gilb, 

Gran. A very odd circumſtance. 

Fran, I am afraid there's ſomething in it; and begin 
to think, now, my friend, Witling, (in his raillery yeſter- 
day with Charlotte) knew what he ſaid himſelf, tho? he 
aid not care whether any body elfe did. 

Gran. Sure it cannot be real! I always took Witling 
for a beggar. 

Fran, So he was, or very near it, ſome months ago; 
but fince fortune has been playing her tricks here, ſhe has 
rewarded his merit, it ſeems, with about an hundred thou- 
ſand pounds out of Change-alley. 

Gran. Nay, then he may be dangerous indeed. 

Fran. I long to know the bottom of it. 

Grau. That you can't fail of; for you know he is vain 
and familiar—and here he comes. 

Enter Witling. | 

Wit. Ha, my little Granger! how doſt thou do, child? 
Where the devil haſt thou been this age? What's the rea- 
ſon you never come among us? Frankly, give me thy 
little finger, my dear. | 

Gran. Thou art a very impudent fellow, Witling. 
„Mit. Ay, it's no matter for that; thou art a pleaſant 
one, I am ſure; for thou always makeſt us laugh. 

Fran. Us! What the devil doſt thou mean by us, now ? 

Wit. Why, your pretty fellows, my dear; your bons 
wivants; your men of wit and taſte, child. | 

Gran, I know very few of thoſe; but I come from a 
country, Sir, where half the nation are juſt ſuch pretty 
fellows as thou art. 

Wit. Ha! that muſt be a pleaſant place indeed! What, 
doſt thou come from Paradite, child? Ha, ha, ha! 

Fran. Don't you know he is juſt come from France, 
Sir? 


© Gran. Why, ay Now you ſee, Witling, vani- 
ty has brought b into a fool's Paradiſe." FO 

Vit. Oh, you pleaſant cur ! What, Paris, aaf per 
«© Ziis, or Paradiſe. Ha! I wiſh I had been with you: I 
am ſure you would have thenght is Tame that, 


_- ” FF -. 
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© Gran, Nay, now he's fairly in. 

ii. Tis impoſlible to be out on't, Sir, in your eom - 
© pany ; wherever you are, it is always Paradiſe to me, 
depend upcn't. Ha, ha!“ 

Fran. Faith, Granger, there I think he came up with 
ou.” | | 
: Gran. Nay, fince the rogue has money, we muſt, of 
courie, allow him wit: but 1 think he is one of your 
good-natur'd ones; he does not only find the jeſt, but 
the laugh too. | ; 

Wit. Ay, and to hear thee talk, child, how is it poſſi- 
ble to want either? Ha, ha! | 

Fran. Good again! Well ſaid, Witling ! Why, thou 
art as ſharp to-day——_ | | 

Wit. As a glover's needle, my dear; I always dart it 
into your leather heads with three edges, ha, ha! | 

Gran. Pr'ythee, Witling, does not thy affurance fome- 
times meet with a repartee that only lights upon the out- 
lide of thy head? | 

Wit. Oh, your ſervant, Sir! What, now your fire's 
gone, you would knock me down with the butt-end, 
would you? Ha! it's very well, Sir; I ha? done, Sir, I 
ha' done; I ſee it's a folly to draw bills upon a man that 


has no aflets. 


Gran. And to do it upon a man that has no caſh of 
thine in his hands, is the impudence of a bankrupt. 
Vit. Pita! a mere flaſh in the pan—* Well, well, it's 
all over Come, come, a truce, a truce; I have done; 
I beg pardon. 8 

* Gran. Why, thou vain rogue, thy good-nature has 
more impudence than thy wit. Uoſt thou ſuppoſe L 
can ever take any thing ill of thee. 

Mit. Pſha! fie! what doſt thou talk, man? Why, 


21 know thou canſt not live without me. Doſt think I 


© don't know how to make allowances? Tho” if I have 
too much wir, and thou haſt too little, how the devil 
can either of vs help it, you know? Ha, ha! 
Fran. Ha, ha! honeſt Witling is not to be put out, 
of humour, I ſee, | ap 
Gran. No, faith, nor out of countenance 
* Wit. Not I, faith, my friend; and a man of turn 
© may fay any thizgg to me Not but I ſee by his hu- 
| + mour, 
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* mour, ſomething has gone wrong—I hold fix to four, 
* now, thou haſt been crabbed at Paris in the Mifiſſippi. 

* Gran, Not I, faith, Sir; I would no more put my 
money into the ſtocks there, than my legs into the ſtocks 
© here. There's no getting home again, when you have 
* a mind to it. 

Mit. Ha! very good. But, pr'ythee, tell us; what, 
s 2 Quinquinpois as pleaſant as our Change alley 

* Gran, Much the ſame comedy, Sir, where poor wiſe 
© men are only ſpectators, and laugh to ſee fools make 
© their fortune. 

Vit. Ay, but there we differ, Sir; for there are men 
© of wit too, that have made their fortunes among us, to 
© my knowledge. 

Gran. Very likely, Sir; when fools are fluſh of mo- 
© ney, men of wit won't be long without it. I hear you 
© have been fortunate, Sir. | 

* Wit. Humh— Egad I don't know whether he calls 
© meawit or a fool. 

Gran. Oh, fie! every body knows you have a great 
© deal of money. 

* Fran. And I don't know any man pretends to more 
© wit. 

Vit. Nay, that's true too: but—"Egad, I believe he 
6 has me. | 

Gran. But, pr'ythee, Witling, how came a man of thy 

ever to think of raifing thy fortune in Change-al- 
ley you didſt thou make all 1 money thou art ma- 
of ? 

Wit. Why, as other men of wit and parts often do, by 

ving little or nothing to loſe. I raiſed my fortune, 
Sir, as Milo lifted the bull, by ſticking to it every day, 
when twas but a calf. I ſouſed them with premiums, 
child, and laid them on thick when the ſtock was low ; 
and did it all from a braſs nail, boy. In ſhort, by being 

once a day for a few months, taking a lodging ar 
my broker's, e uſed to go to 
bed at this end of the town. I have at laſt made up my 
accounts, and now wake every morning maſter of five- 
and-twenty hundred a year, terra firma, and pelt in my 
I have fun in my fob, beſide, child, as 
aa. 
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Gran. And all this out of Change- alley? 

Wit. Every ſhilling, Sir; all out of itocks, puts, bulls, 
rams, bears, and bubbles, | 

Gran. Theſe frolicks of Fortune do ſome juſtice at 
leaſt; they ſuſficiently mortity the proud and envious, 
that have not been the better tor them. 

Frau. Oh, I know ſome are ready to burſt even at 
© the good fortune of their own relations! 128 

* Wit. Egad, and fo do I; there's that ſurly put, my 
© uncle, the counſellor, won't pull off his hat to me now. 
A poor flaving cur, that is not worth above a thouſand 
$ a year, and minds nothing but his buſineſs 

Fran. And ſo is out of humour with you, becauſe you 
© have done that in a twelvemonth, that he has been 
* drud2ing for thele twenty years. 

VII. But I intend to ſend him word, if he does not 
mend his manners now, I thall diſinherit him.“ 6 

Grau. What are we to think of this, Frankly ? Is For- 
tune really in her wits, or is the world out of them? 

Fran, Much as it uſed to be; ſhe has only found a new 
channel for her tides of favour. 

Wit. Pr'ythee, why doſt not come into the Alley, and 
ſce us ſcramble for them? If you have a mind to philo- 
ſophize there, there's work for your ſpeculation ! I 
I never go there, but it puts me in mind of the poetical 
regions of death, where all mankind are upon a level: 
there you'll ſee a duke dangling after a director; here 
a peer and a prentice haggling for an eighth; there a 
* Jew and a parſon making up differences; here a young 
* woman of quality buying bears of a quaker; and there 
an old one felling refuſals to a lieutenant of grenadiers. 
© Frank. What a medley of mortals has he jumbled 
together!“ | 

Mit.“ Oh, there's no ſuch fun in the univerſe 
Egad, there's no getting away. Periſh me, if I've had 
nme » ſee my miſtreis, but of a Sunday, theſe three 
months. 

' Gran. Thy miſtreſs ! What doſt thou mean? Thou 
ſpeakeſt as it thou hadſt but one. F 

Wit. Why, no more I have not, that I care a farthing 

for: I may perhaps have a ſtable of ſcrubs, to mount my 
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footmen, when I rattle into town, or fo ; but this is a 
Choice pad, child, that I deſign for my own riding. 
Frank. Pr'ythee, who is the ? 


I'll ſhew you, my dear—T think I have her 
3 my pocket. n | 


Gran, What doſt thou mean ? | | 
Wit. Look you, I know you are my friends ; and there. 
fore ſince I am ſure it is in nobody's power 40 hurt me, 
I'll venture to truſt you.— There! that's whoo, child. 
LSberus a Paper, 
Fran. What's here ? | [ Reads. 
To Sir GILBERT WRANGLE. 

dir, according to your contract of the 1 1th of February 
lait, I now make my election of your younger daughter, 
Mrs. Charlotte Wrangle ; and do hereby demand your 
conſent, to be forthwith join'd to the faid Charlotte in the 
ſober ſtate of matrimony. Witneſs my hand, &c. 

WIILI au WirLlixe,” 

Fran. What a merry world do we live in 

Gran. This indeed is extraordinary. | 

Wit. I think fo : I affure you, gentlemen, I take this 
to be a coup de maitre of the whole Alley. This is a call 
now, that none of your thick-ſculled calculators could 
ever have thought on. 

Graz. Well, Sir, and does this contract ſecure the la- 
dy's fortune to you too? 

Wit. Oh, pox ! I knew that was all rug before: he 
had ſettled three thouſand a-piece upon them in the 
South Sea, when it was only about par, provided they 
married with his conſent, which by this contract, you 
know, I have a right to. So. there's another thirty thou- 
ſand dead, my dear. a 

Fran, But pray, Sir, has not the lady herſelf a right of 
refuſal, as well as you, all this while ? 3 

Wit. A right! aye, who doubts it? Every woman has 
a right to be a fool, if ſhe has a mind to it, that's certain: 
but Charlotte happens to be a girl of taſte, my dear; the 
is none of thoſe tools that will ſtand in her own light, I 
can tell you. | | 

Fran. Well, but do you expect ſhe ſhould blindly con- 
ſent to your bargain ? 3 
Vi. Blindly, no, child: but doſt thou imagine an 

| uzen 
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citizen's daughter can refuſe a man of my figure and for- 


tune, with her eyes open? 

Grau. Impudent rogue! [Alu. 

Fran. Nay, I grant, your ſecurity's good, Sir: but I 
mean, you have thill left her conſent at large in the wri- 
ting. - | 
Wit. Her conſent ! Didſt thou think I minded 
man? I knew, if the ſtock did but whip up, I ſhould make 
no more of her than a poached egg. But to let you into 
the ſecret, my dear, I am ſccure of that already ; for the 
flut's in love with me, and does not know it : ha, ha, ha! 

Fran. How came you to know it then? f 

Mis. By her ridiculous pretending to hate me, child: 
for we never meet, but tis a mortal war, and never part, 
till one of us is rallied to death: ha, ha, ha! 

Fran. Nay then, it muſt be a match ; for, I fee, you 
are reſolved to take no anſwer. | 

Wit. Not I, faith! I know her play too well for that: 
in ſhort, I am this very evening to attack her in form; 
and to ſhew you I am a man of ſkill, I intend to make my 
firſt breach a battery of Italian mufic, in which I 
defign to ſing my own Io Pæan, and enter the town in 
triumph. | | 

Fran. You are not going to her now? 

Wit. No, no, I muſt firſt go and give the governor my 
ſummons here. I muſt "at Sir Gilbert; he's 4 
abouts: I long to make him growl a little; for I know 
he'll fire when he reads it, as if it were a ſcire facias 

againſt the company's charter Ha, ha, ha! [Exit Wit. 
Fran. When all's ſaid, this fellow ſeems to feel his 
fortune more than moſt of the fools that have been 
© lately taken into her favour.” 

Gran. * Pox on him ! I had rather have his conſtitu- 
tion than his money. Pr'ythee let's follow, and fee how 
the old gentleman receives him. 

Fran. No; excuſe me; I can't reſt till I fee Char- 
lotte : you know, my affairs now require attendance. 

Gran. That's true; I beg you take no notice to So- 
phronia of my being in towu ; I have my reaſons for it. 

Fran, Very well; we ſhall meet at dinner. Adieu. 


Exp of the FigsrT Acer. 
2 ACT 
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ACT Ih 
SCENE, r Gilbert's Honſe. 
Sophronia ad Charlotte. 


| CHARLOTTE. 
A, ha, ha! 


Soph, Dear ſiſter, don't be ſo boiſterous in your 


mirth : you really over-power me ! So much vocitera- 
tion 1s inſupportable. 

Char. Well, well, I beg your pardon—but, you know 
laughing is the wholſomeſt thing in the world; and when 
one has a hearty ocenſion | 

Soph. To be vulgar, you ate reſolved to appear ſo. 

Char. Oh, I cannot help it, I love you dearly ; and, 
pray, where's the harm ot it? 

Soph. Look you, filter, I grant you, that riſibility is 
only given to the «ine! rationale; but you really in- 
dulge it, as if you could give no other proot of your ſpe- 
cies. 

Char. And if I were to come into your ſentiments, 
dear ſiſter, I am atraid the world would think I were of 
no ſpecies at all. | 

Soph. The world, ſiſter, is a generation of ignorants : 
and, tor my part, Tam reſolved to do what in me lics, to 
put an end to poſterity. 

Char, Why, you don't deſpair of a man, I hope! 

Syh, No; but [ will have all mankind deſpair of me. 

Char. You'll poſitively die a mand ? 

Soph. You, perhaps, may think that dying a martyr ; 
but I ſhall not die a brute, depend upon't. 

Char. Nay, I don't think you'll die either, if you can 
help it. 3 

Soph. What do you mean, Madam? 


Char. Only, Madam, that you are a woman, and may 


happen to char.ge your mind ; that's all. 

Soph. A woman! That's to ike your ordinary way of 
thinking ; as if fouls had any fexes—No—when | die, 
Madam, I ſhall endeavour to leave ſuch ſentiments be- 


hind me, that — (uon omuis moriar) the world will be con- 


rinced my purer part had no lex at all. 
| | Cbar. 


. 
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© Char, Why truly, it will be hard to imagiae, that 
© any one of our ſex could make ſuch a refolution ; 
though, I hope, we are not bound to keep all we make 
neither. 

Saph. You'll find, Madam, that an elevated foul may 
c ways maſter of its perithable part.” 

Char. But, dear Madam, do you ſuppoſe our fouls are 
crammed into our bodies merely to {potl ſport, that a 
rirtuous woman is only ſent hither of a fool's errand ? 
What's the uſe of our coming into the world, it we are to 
go out of it, and leave nobody behind us? 

Soph. If our ſpecies can be only ſupported by thoſe 
+ groſs mixtures, of which coukmaids and tootmen are 
capable, people of rank and erudition ought certainly 
to deteſt them.“ Oh, what a pity *us the divine ſecret 
ſhould be loſt ! I have ſomewhere read of an ancient na- 
turaliſt, whoſe laborious ſtudies had diſcovered a more 
innocent way of propagation ; but, it ſeems, his tables 
untortunately falling into his wite's hands, the groſs 
creature threw them into the fire. 

Char, Indeed, my dear fiſter, if you ralk thus in com- 
pany, people will take you tor a mad-womn. 

* Soph, I ſhall be even with them, and think thoſe mad, 
* that differ trom my opinion. 

* Char, Bur I rather hope the world will be fa chari- 
* table, as to think this is not your real opinion.“ 

Soph, I ſhall wonder at nothing that's ſaid or thought 
by people of your ſullied imagination. 

Char. Sull.ed ! I would have you to know, Madam, I 
think of nothing but what's decent and natural. 

—_ Don't be too poſitive, nature has it indecencies. 

bar, That way be; bur I don't think of them. 

Soph, No! Did not you own to me juſt now, you were 
determined to marry ? 

Char, Well; and where's the crime, pray? 

Soph, What! you want to have me explain? But I 
ſhall not defile my imagination with ſuch groſs iceas. 

© Cher, But, dear Madam, it marriage were ſuch an 
© abominable buſineſs, how comes it that all the world 
* allows it to be honourable ? And I hope you won't ex- 
pect me to be wiſer than any of my anceſtors, by think - 
ing the contrary. | 

C 6 Sells 
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* Soph. No; but if you will read hiſtory, fiſter, you 
will find that the ſubjects of the greateſt empire upon 
earth were only propagated from violated chaſtity ; 
the Sabine ladies were wives, 'tis true, but glorious 
raviſhed wives. Vanquiſhed hey were indeed, but 
they ſurrendered not: they ſcreamed, and cried, and 
tore, and as far as their weak limbs would give them 
leave, reſiſted and athorred the odious joy 
Char. And yet, for all that niceneſo, they brought 
a chopping race uf rakes, that bullied the whole world 
about them. | 
Sap“. he greater ſtill their glory, that though they 
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were naturally prolific, their reſiſtance proved they 


* were not {laves to appetite. 
Char. Ah, filter! if the Romans had not been fo 


* ſharp ſer, the glorious reſiſtance of theſe fine ladies 


might have been all turned into coquettry. 
© Seph. There's the fecret, fiſter: had our modern 
dames bur the true Sabine ſpirit of diſdain, mankind 
might be again reduced to thoſe old Roman extremi- 
ties; and our ſhameleſs brides would not then be led, 
but dragyed to the altar; their /por/alia not called a 
marriage, but a ſacnifice : and the conquered beauty, 
not the brid1l virgin, but the victim. | 
* Char. Oh, ridiculous! and ſo you would have no 
* woman married, that was not firſt raviſhed, according 
* to law ? | 


 « 2 «„ SS 


Spb. I would have mankind owe their conqueſt of 7 


© us rather to the weakneſs of our limbs, than of our 


* fouls. And if defenceleſs women muſt be mothers, the 


« brutality, at leaſt, ſhould he all at their door.” 

Char. Have a care of this over-niceneſs, dear fiſter, 
leſt ſome agreeable young fellow ſhculd ſeduce you to 
the confuſion of parting with it. You'd make a moſt 
rueful fi:ure in love! | 

Soph. Siſter, you make me ſhudder at your freedom ! 
I in love! I admit a man! What, become the volun- 


tary, the lawful object of a corporeal ſenſuality ! Like 


you, to chooſe myſelf a tyrant! adeſpoiler ! a huſband? 
| gh. 
Char. I am afraid, by this @ſorder of your _ 


1 e 
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dear ſiſter, you have got one in your head, that you don't 
know how to get rid of. 

Soph. 1 have, indeed; but it's only the male creature 
that you have a mind to. 

Char. Why, that's poſſible too; for I have often ob- 
ſerved you uneaſy at Mr. Frankly's being particular to 
me. 

Soph. If I am, *tis upon your account, becauſe I kr.ow 
he impoſes upon you. | 

Char. You know it ? 

* Soph. I know his heart, and that another is miſtre's 


| 6 of it. 


« Chr. Another ! 

© Soph. Another; but one that to my knowledge will 
never hear of him; fo don't be uneaiy, dear filter, all 
in my power you may be aſſured of. 

© Char. Surprilingly kind, indeed! 

* Soph. And you know too I have a great deal in my 
* inclination ——— 

Char. For me or him, dear ſiſter ? 

* Soph, Nay, now you won't ſuffer me to oblige you; 
I tell you, I hate the animal; and for half a good word 
« would give him away. 

Char. What! before you have him? 
_ © Soph. This affected ignorance is fo vain, dear ſiſter, 
© that I now think it high ume to explain to you. 

Char. Then we ſhall underſtand one another.” 

Soph, You don't know, perhaps, that Mr. Frankly is 
paſſionately in love with me ? 

Char. I know, upon his treating with my father, his 
lawyer once made you ſome offers. 

Soph. Why then you may know too, that upon my 


lighting thole offers, he fell immediately into a violent 
4 deſpair. 


Char. 1 6d noe hear of its vielence. 
Hob. So violent, that he has never fince dared to 


: * open his lips to me about it; but to revenge the ſecret 


+ pains I gave him, has made his public addreſſes to you. 
Char. Indeed, ſiſter, you ſurpriſe me: and *cis hard 
to ſay, that men impoſe more upon us, than we upon 


* ourſelves. 
2 | * Soph, 
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* Soph. Therefore by what I have told you, yon may 
* now he convinced he is falfe to you. 

* Char. But is there a neceffiry, my dear Sophronia, 
, Thar I muſt rather believe you than him? Ha, ha, 
* nr 

Soph. How, Madam! Hare vou the confidence to 
qu:thton my veraciry, by ſuppoſing me capable of an en- 
denvour to deceive you: | 

(Har. No hard words, dear fiſter : I only ſuppoſe you 
as capable of deceiving yourſelf, as I am. 

S$#ph. Oh, mighty probable, indeed! You are a perſon 
of infinite penetration! Your ſtudies have opened to you 


the utmoit receſſes of human nature; but let me tell 


you, lifter, that vanity is the only fruit of toilette tucu- 
brations. I deceive myſelf: ha, ha, ha! 

Char. One of us certainly does! Ha, ha! 

£:9h, There I agree with vou. Ha, ha! 

Char. Till I am better convinced then on which fide 
the vanity lies, give me leave to laugh in my turn, dear 
iter, 

Soph. Oh, by all means, ſweet Madam ! Ha, ha! 

Both, Ha, ha, ha! : 

(Har. Oh, here's mamma; ſhe perhaps may decide 
the queſtion, Ha, ha! £ 

Enter L.ady Wrangle. ; 

2. Tag. So, Mrs. Charlotte! what wonderful no· 
thing, pray, may be the ſubject of this mighty mern- 
ment? 

$.. Nothing indeed, Madam; or, what's next o 
nothing; à man, it feems. Ha, ba | 
C. Wang Charlotte, wilt thou never have any thing 
elſe in thy head? 

Char. I was in hopes, nothing, that was in my fiſter's 
he:id, would be a crime in mine, Madam, TS. 

L. Marg. Your fiſter's! Whu? How? Who is it 
you are lugbing at? 9 
© Ch-r, Ouly at one another, Madam; but. perhaps, 
your la&vſhip may laugh at us both: for, it ſeems. my 
liter and I both inſiſt, that Mr. Frankly is poſitively in 
love but with one of us. 

L. Varg. Who, child? 

pb. Mr. Frankly, Madam. ö 
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L. Nang. Mr. Frankly in love with one of you! 

Soph. Ay, Madam; but it ſeems we both take him to 
ourſelves. 5 

L. Vrang. Then Charlotte was in the right in one 

int. 

708% In what, dear Madam? 

L. Wrang. Why, that for the ſame reafon you have 
been laughing at one another, I muſt humbly beg leave 
to laugh at you both—— Ha, ha! 

Char. So, this is rare ſport. [ Afde. 

L. Wrang. But pray, ladies, how long has the chimera 
of this gentleman's paſſion for you been in either of your 
heads ? | | 

Spb. Nay, Madam, not that I value the conqueſt ; 
but your ladyſhip knows he once treated with my tather 
upon my account. 

L. Wrang. I know he made that his pretence to get 
acquainted in the family. 

Soph, Perhaps, Madam, I have more coercive reaſons, 
but am not concerned enough at preſent to inſiſt upon 
their val:dity. 

L. Wrang Sophronia, you have prudence. [Sophro- 
nia <va!ks 55 and reads.) But what have you to urge, 
ſweet lady ? How came this gentleman into your head, 

ay ? 

8 Really, M:dam, I can't well ſay how he got 


in, but there he is that's certain: what will be able to 


get him out again, heaven knows. | 
IJ. Wrang. Oh, I'll inform you then; think no more 


ot him than he thinks of you, and ['ll anſwer tor your 
eure. Ha, ha, ha! 


Char. I ſhall follow your preſcrip:ion, Madam, when 
I am once ſure how little he thinks on me. 

L. Wrang. Then judge of that, when I affure you, 
that his heart is utte: ly and ſolely given up to me. 

Soph, Well! I did not think my Lady had been capt- 
ble of ſo much weakneſs, Ala e. 

Char. How! to you, Madam? How is that poilivie, 


uleſs he makes you diſhonourable offers ? 


L. Wrang. There's no occaſion to ſuppoſe that neither; 


| there are patſions you have no noti-n of: he knows my 


C 3 vir- 
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-irtue is impregrable: but that preſerres him 
5 . 20. 

Char, Nay, this does puzzle me indeed, Madam. 

deę . It yeu had ever read Plato, ſiſter, you might 
have known, that paſſions ot the greateit dignity have 
ror their fource from veins and arteries. 

I.. Ii arg. Sophronia, give me leave to judge of that; 
perhaps 1 don't infiſt that he is utterly Platonic neither: 
the manton of the foul may have its attractions too; 
he 13 as yet but ædum & molle lutum — and may take 
what form I pleaſe to give him. 

(lar. Well, Madam, fince I fee he is fo utterly at 
vour laiyſhip's diſpoſal, and that 'tis impoſſible your 
virtue can make any uſe of him in my vulgar way; 
mall I beg your good word to my father, only to make 
me miſtreſs of his mortal part? | 

I. Hang, Heavens! what will this world come to? 
* This creature has ſcarc2 been two years from ſchool, 
and yet is impatient for a huſband ** No, Madam, you 
ure too young as yet; but Cruda marito. Your 
education is not yet finiſped; firſt cultivate your mind, 
correct und mortify theſe ſallies of yeur blood? learn 
of your lifter here, to live a bright example of your ſex; 
refine your foul; give your happier hours up to fcience, 
arts, and letters; enjoy the raptures of philoſophy, 
{ubCue your puſſions, and renounce the ſenſual commerce 
ot mankind. | 

Char, Oh, dear Madam, I ſhould make a piteous phi 
loſopher; indeed your ladyſtip had much better put 
me out to the buſineſs I am fit for: here's my fifter ha 
learring enough o'conſeience for any one family; and, 
of the two, I had much rather follow your ladyflips 
example. and iſe my humble endeavours to increafe it. 

L. Mang. My example! Do vou ſuppoſe then, it I 
hal been c.ipable of groſs deſires, I uould have choſen 
your father for the gratificator of them? 3 

Chor, Why not, Madam; wy papa's a hale man, and 
tbough he has twice your ladyilt:ip's age, he walks 4 
ſtraight, ard leads vp a country-dance as briſk as a beat 
at a bull. 1 

L. rang. Come, none of your ſenſual — 

4 rom 
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from thence; I was governed by my parents, I had 
other views in marrying Mr. Wrangle. 

Char. Yes, a ſwinging jointure. | Aſide. 

J. . rang. When you have gone through my ſtudies, 
Madam, philoſophy will tell you, tis poſſible a bes. 
rured mind, though tated to a huſband, may be at once a 
wife and virgin. 

Char, Prodigious! L Aid. 

L. Vra "iv Vhat 1s't you faite at, Madam ? | 

Char. oching g., Madam, only I don't underſtand 
theſe philoſophical myſteries ; bur if your ladyſhip will 
indulge me, in marrying Mr. Frank'y, as for dying a 
maid afterwards, [I'll take my chance for it. 

L. Wrang, What 3 giddy confidence ! But theu art 
ſtrangely vain, Charlotte, to be ſo unportunate for a man, 
that, as I have told thee, has the misfortune to de pas- 
nonately in love with me. 

Char. Indeed, indeed, Madam, if your ladyſhip would 
but give him leave to open his mind freely, he would 
certainly tell you another it 

L. Varg. I will ſend for dim this minute, and con- 
Vince you of your error. 

Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Madam, Mr. Frankly. 
L. Nang le never eame more opportunely: debre 


kim to walk in. 
Enter Mr. Frankly. 

L. Wrang. Oh, Mr. Frankly, the welcomeſt man alive, 

Fran. Then J I am he happieſt, I am ſure, M:idam, 

J. IF rang, Oh, ty ! is there any one of this company 
could make you fo? 

Fran. There' s one in the company, Madam, has a 
great deal more in her power, than I'm atraid fhe'll part 


with to me. 
Soph. Are you this hard- hearted lady, filter! ? Does 


this de ſeription reach you, pray? [Alle. 
Char. 1 he power does not deſeribe you, Pl anſwer 
tor it. Alle. 


L. Vrang. Nay, now you grow particular You 
have ſomerhing to ſay to one of theſe ladies, I'm ſure. 
[To Frankly 


Fran. 
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Fran. I have ſomething, Madam, to ſay to both of 
them. 

Soph. Shall we let him ſpeak, ſiſler? 

Char. Freely. 

L. Wrang. Which of theſe two, now, if you were free 
to chooſe, could you really give up your heart to? 

Fran. Oh, Madam ! as to that, I dare only fay, as Sir 
John Suckling did upon the fame occaſion. | 

Sopb. Pray, what was that ? | 

Fran. He ſure is happieſt that has hopes of either; 
Next him is he that ſees you both together. 

L. W rang. Perfectly fine—Nor is there more wit in 
the verſes themſelves, than in your polite application of 
them—Mr. Frankly, I muſt beg your pardon—I know 
it's rude to whiſper ; but you have good-nature ; and, to 
oblige a woman 
Fran. Is the buſineſs of my lite, Madam What the 
devil can all this mean? I have been oddly catechized 
here—Sure they have not all agreed to bring me to a de- 
claration for one of them Ii looks a little like it—* Bat 
then, how comes Charlotte into fo vain a project? Nay, 
* fo hazardous! She can't but know, my holding the 
other two in play, bas been the only means of my get- 
ting admittance to her—Pcrhaps they may have piqued 
ber into this experiment not unlikely. Bur I muſt 
be cautious. | [Alt. 

L. Wrang. Nay, ladies, you can't but fay I laid you 
fairly in his way. [Apart to Soph. and Char.] And yet 
you ſee from how palpable a regard to me he has ingeni- 
ouſly avoided a declaration, tor either ot you, at leaſt. 

Soph. Your ladyſhip won't be offended, if, for a mo- 
ment, we ſhould tuſpend your concluſion. 

L. Wrang. Not in the leaſt; if ſuſpenſe can make you 
happy, live always in it. | 

Char. But, pray, Madam, let him go on a little. 

L. Wrang. Oh, you ſhall have enough of him. Well 
you are a horrid tyrant, Mr. Frankly. Don't you plain- 
ly ſee, here are two ladies in this 2 that have a 
mind you ſhould declare in favour of one of them? 

Frau. Yes, Madam ; but I plainly fee, there are three 
ladies in the company. 

L. Wrang. What then? 


Fran, 


Fran. Why, then, Madam, I am more afraid of of- 

! fending that third perſon, than either of the other two. 
L. IWrang. | To Soph. and Char. ] Obſerve his di ffidence, 

his awe; he knows [ love refpet. | 

Soph. With ſubmifion, Madam, I never was familiar 
with him. | 

IJ. Wrang. Come, now, do you both atk the queſ- 
tion, as I have done, each exclulive ot herſelt. 

* Char. Your ladyſhip's in the right [ Aide. 
Sir, withour any apology then, I am obliged to aſk you, 
+ whether it be my Lady or my fiſter, you are really in 
| © love with? 


her too. 
Hoh. You ſee, Sir, the humour we are in: th 
don't ſuppoſe, if I aſk you the ſame queſtion, tis from 
the ſame motive; but fince theſe ladies have obliged 
me to i Which of them is it you ſincerely are a 
" flave to? 5 
| * Fran, Since I find your motive is only complaiſance 
to then, Madam, I hope you will not think it needs an 
© anſwer, S: 9 4 
* Soph, I am fatisfied— Your ladyſhip was pleaſed to 
mention reſpect—I think there's reſpeR and 
tion too, Madam. [ Afde to L. Wrang.“ 
ILT. Mang. I grant it; but both to me, child.” Bat 
Iwill ſpeak once more for all of us—Sir, that you muy 
not be reduced to farther ambiguities, ſappoſe we are all 
agreed, you ſhould have leave to declare which of us, then, 
-your heart is utterly in the diſpoſal of? | 
| Frau. Then I muſt ſuppoſe, Madam, that one of you 
| kave a mind I ſhould make the other two my enemies. 
J. Wrang, All vour friends, depend upon us, 
Jau, So were all the three goddeſſes to wan g 


nſtra· | 
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till he preſumed to be particular, and raſhly gave the 
apple to Venus—You know, Madam, Juno "IS im- 
mortal enemy ever after. 
| Manet alta mente repdſtum 

Fudicium Paridis, ſpretægue imjuria forme, 

L. Wrang. Sir, you are excus'd ; the modeſty and ele- 
gance of your reply has charmed me. 

Soph. Now, fiiter, was this delicacy of his taſte and 
learning ſhewn to recommend himſelf to me or you, 
think you ? | 

Char. Oh, I don't diſpute its recommending him to you. 

Soph. He thinks it does, depend upon't. 

Char. Though I can hardly think that of him, yer I 
can't ſay, indeed, he has taken much pains to recommend 
himſelf to me all this while. I ſee no reaſon, becauſe 
they are to be reſpected, forſooth, that I may not be 


—— 


pleaſed in my turn too. [To herſelf. 


Fran. And now, ladies, give me leave to aſk you a 
- queſtion. 
L. Wrang. You may command us, Sir. 
Fran, Then, whole cruel propoſal was it to urge me to 
a declaration of my heart, when you all knew there was 
not one of you, the diſpofition of whoſe mind or 
circumſtances, I could hope the leaſt favour or mercy. 
L. Wrang. Explain yourſelf. 
Fran. Why, firſt, Madam, as to your ladyſhip, 


you are honourably diſpoſed of; from you my utmolit 


vanity could no more form a hope, than could your vir- 


tue give it—And here, [To Soph. ] if poſſible, my fate 


were harder ſtill here I muſt have to encounter rivals 
numberleſs and invincible. | 

Soph. Rivals ! 

Fran. Ay, Madam, is not every volume in your li- 
brary a rival? Do you not paſs whole days, nay, ſome- 
times, happier nights, with them alone? The living and 
the dead promiſcuous in your favour ?* Old, venerable 
ages, even in their graves, can give you raptures, from 
whoſe divine enjoyment no mortal lover can perſuade 


ou. 5 

, . [To Char. ] Is this to pleaſe you, fiſter ? 

— 9 * Truly, I think not——he has miſtaken the way, 
at leaſt. 


Fran. [Turning to Char.] And here, Madam 
e L. Wrange 


; — — 


A 


þ Oh, tis a heavenly leſſon! 


ſeauton. 


_— 


torce me not to revoke the freedom 


© Fran. So 
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L. Wrang. Hold, Sir; a truce with your negatives, leſt 
they grow too vehement in their affirmation. You have 
hitherto my eſteem, preſerve it by yous diſcretion, and 
have this day given 

you. Sophronia, I have carried this matter to the very 
utmoſt limits of difcretion. I hope you and your ſiſter 
are now delivered from your error; it not, I'll inſtantly 


withdraw, and leave you to a full conviction. [ Exit, 


Fran. I am atraid my Lady takes ſomething ill of me. 
Soph. Sir, what you have done was from her own de- 
fire; and ſince I partly am the occaſion, it is but juſt I 
ſtand engaged tor your reconciliation. 
Fran. I hen give me leave to hope, Madam 
Soph, Frum what pretenſion, Sir? From any weakneſs 
of my behaviour ? Hope ! Do you conſider the licentious 
and extenſive conſequences of that odious word? Hope! 
You make me tremble at the thought. 
Fran. Madam, I only mean —— 
Soph. I know your meaning, Sir: and therefore muit 
not hear it. | 
Fran. "This is new with a vengeance ! [ Aa, 
Soph. Siſter. I am forry our argument has reduced 
me to ſtand ſo outrageous an inſtance of your conviction z 
but you may profit from the inſult ;* you may now 
learn to moderate your vanity, and to know yourſelf. 
E cælo deſcendit gnothe 
| | [ Exit. 
Fran. What a ſolid happineſs is now crept into her 
mind through the crack of her brain? —I hope you are 
not going too, Madam? 
Char. I don't know any buſineſs I have here. 
i Egad, I have diſobliged them all, I be- 
lere. [ ide. You are not out of humour? 
Char, I don't know whether I am or no. . 
Frau. So cold, Charlotte, after I have had my wits 
upon the ſtretch this half hour, to oblige you ? 
Char. What, in blowing up other people's vanity at 
my expence ? | 
Fran, Would you have had me blown up their jealou- 
ly, at the expence of my being well with you ? 
Car. You, that are fo dexterous in impoſing upon 
others, may impoſe upon me too, tor ought I _ 
| Fran. 


» THE REFUSAL. 


© Fran. Come, come, don't impoſe upon yourſelf, 
Charlotte, by this grauadleſs, this childith reſentment. 

(har. Shethat has no reſentment at all, may be un- 
der- treated as long as ſhe lives, I find.” 

Frau. Pray, think a little. Is my having made them 
ridiculous by your - au conſent, expoſing you to them, 
or them to you ? 

Char. I don't know how the matter's contrived ; but I 
certainly find myſelt unealy, and you can't perſuade me 
Lam not ſo. 

Fran, Well, well; ſince you can't juſtify your being 
in an ill humour, i it's a fair ſtep, at leatt, to your coming 
into a good one. 

Char. Come, I will not be wheedled now. 

Frau. Nay, but hear me. 

Sophronia enters unſeen, awhile Frankly ſeems to entertain 
Charlotte apart. - 

Sop/ What can thele creatures be doing alone toge· 
ther? 1 thought [ lett my lifter in too ill a humour to 
retire with him; but I fee theſe carnage lovers have 
© ſuch a meanneſs in their touls, they'll overlook: the 
* grotleſt uſage toaccommodate their ſeuſual concorpora- 
© tion.” Tis ſo—her eyes have loſt al! reſentment already, 
But I muſt not be ſeen, leit they mittake my innocent eu- 
rioſity for jealouſy. 


Char. Well, but you might have thrown in a civil thing 


to me in my turn too. 

Fran, Alas, poor lady! Pray, what one civil thing did 
I mean to any body — yourfelt ? Beſides, was not you 
one of the three goddefles, Miſs Charlotte? Which ot 
the company do you ſuppoſe I meant by Venus, pray? 

Char. How lilly you make me? 
Frau. Nay, I was going to ſay a great deal more to you, 
if my Lady had not ſtopped my mouth. 

Soph. Is it poſſible? | [ Hat. 

Char, Why, then, I beg your pardon for, in ſhort, 1 
find I have only been fool enough to be uneatv, becauſe 
they. had not ſcnte enough to be mortified. 

Fran. A pretty 1nnocent conteilion, truly! 

Soph, Have I my ſenſes? 

Char. Well, but tell me, what was it vou bad a mind 
to lay to me? 


Fran, 


1 — 
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Fran. Nothing to what I now could fay — Oh, Char- 
lorte, my heart grows full of you; the leaſt look of 


| | kindnefs ſoftens me to folly indeed 1 love you. 


| 


I ů © 


Soph. Soh 

Char. And for what, after all? [ Omiling, 

Fran. For that, and for a thouſand charms beſide. 
1 ber hand.) There's ſomething in your looks ſo 
| foft, ſo gentle, ſo reſign'd, and plaintive; I loved before 
I knew it, and only thought I gave the pity that I 

wanted. 

Char. What tranſport's in the paſſion, when the ten- 
derneis is mutual! 

Soph. Oh, the enormous creature! but Ill begone, leſt 
wil intoxication ſhould know no byvunds— No, on ſecond 
thoughts, Vil ſtay ; this odious object may be uſeful; 
* vipers, if rightly taken, are preſervatives: and as the 
* Spartans taught their children to abhor intemperance, 
by thewing them their ſlaves expoſed, and ſenſeleſs in 

© their wine; fol, in contemplation of this folly, may 
de fortified againſt i it“ Oh, the abandoned wantons !— 
What a riotous diforder now muſt run through every 
rein of her whole ſyſtem ? How can they thus detace 
the dignity of human being? [During this Fr. and 
Char. ſcemi ia an amorous dijpute, till he kiſſes her.] — A kils ! 
nay, then, 'tis inſupportable. { She goes to them. ] Siſter, 1 
am amazed you can itand trifling here, when my father is 
come home, and you know he wants you. 


Char. She has certainly ſeen us. [Af to Fran. 
Fran, No matter; ſeem eafy, and take no notice. 
[-Þart ro Char, 


Soph. Shall I tell him you will not come, Madam ? 

(har. Well, do not be in a paſſion, dear ſitter. 

Fran. Ob, fie why ſhould you think ſo? But is Br 
Gilbert come in, Madam? I have a little buſineſfs 1 
him. If you pleaſe, Madam, I'll wait upon you to . 

Char, With all my heart. 

* Fran. Amaunte jþo/o U A 

Ow [ Exeunt Fran. ar (bar, 

„ %. What means this turbulence of thought ? © Wh 

am I thus diſordered !* It cannot, nay, IV not have 
it jealouſy—No, if I were capable of fol, (ranger 
might miilead me; yet - I am diſturbedo— ve 


« puns 
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on. I am incenſed, provoked at him ;* but can I not 
gn the cauſe ?—Oh, I have found it! Having fir 
offered up his heart to me, his giving it to another, without 
my leave, is an inſult on my merit, and worthy my re- 

ſentment—that's all—How, then, ſhall I puniſh him? 
fecuring her to his rival. Witling ſball have her ; In 
work it by my Lady; fhe ſeems his friend Yes, yes, 
that will entirely eaſe my heart. How I rejoice to find 
« 'tis only decent pride that has diſturbed me. Yes, Tl 
certainly reſent it, to their mutual diſappointment.? 
Thus both ſhall ſuffer, doom'd to different fates ; 

His be deſpair ; be hers, the man ſhe hates. 
. [Exit, 
Exp of the Second Acr. | 


a. 


Lady Wrangle, and Sophronia. 
Lavy WRANGLE. 


MPOSSIBLE ! You amaze me ! Kiſs her, fay you? 4 


What, as a lover, amorouſly, voluptuoutly ? , 
__-— Intamoutly, with all the glowing fervour of a li- 
rtine. 

L. Wrang. Then I am deceived indeed. I thought 
that virtue, letters, and philoſophy, had only charms tor 
* him ; I have known his foul all rapture in their praiſes; 
* nay, and believed myſelf the ſecret object of them all. 
But is he vulgar, brutal, then, at laſt ? No Punic faith 
© fo falie. Tis well; he has deceived me, and I hate 
* him. Oh, that torward creature! 

* Soph. She warms as I could wiſh. . 

L. Wrang.” But, tell me, dear Sophronia, how did 
that naughty girl behave to him? Was the ſhame chieſy 
his ? Did ſhe reſiſt, or © how was this odious kits ob- 
« tained? Were his perſuaſions melting, or ber allure- 
ments artful ? Was he enſnared, or did his wiles ſeduce 
© her?” Oh, tell me all his baſeneſs! I burn to know, 
yet wiſh to be deceived. EE 

Soph. —Pperatque miſerrima fall. Directly jealous of 
him ; but Lil make my uſes of it. ¶Aſe.] Nay, —_ 
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1 muſt own the guilty part was chiefly hers. Had you 
but ſeen the warm advances that ſhe made him, the 
* looks, the ſmiles, the toying glances ; Oh, ſuch wanton 
+ blandiſhments to allure him!” you would think his 
crime, compared to hers, but frailty. | 

L. Mang. Oh, the little forcereſs ! But I ſhall ſtop 
her in her looſe career: I'll have her know, forward as 
the is, her inelinations ſhall wait upon my choice; and 
fnce the will run riot, III have her clogged immediately. 
I'll marry her, Sophronia ; but. where I think fit. No, 
Mr. Witling 1s her man, or ſhe's a maid for ever. 

Soph. That, Madam, I doubr, ſhe will never be brought 
to; ſhe mortally hates him. | 
I. Wrang. So much the better; I do not deſign him, 
theretore, as her happineſs, but her pumiſhment. 

Soph, This 18 fortunate ; ſhe even prevents my * 

le. C's 

L. Wrang. Oh, that a man of his ſublime 12 
could fall from ſuch a height! Was ever any thing fo 
mean, Sophronia ? 

Soph. 1 am ſurprized indeed. My fiſter, too, is ſo illi - 
terare, Madam. 

L. Wrong. To contaminate his intellects with ſuch a 
chit of an animal; O tempora / 

Soph, O mores ! "Tis a degenerate age, indeed, Madam. 

L. Wrang. Nothing but noiſe and ignorance; girls 
and vanity have their attractions now. | | 
7. E. Oh, there's no living, Madam, while coquettes 
are ſo openly tolerated among a civilized people ! 

I.. Wrang. I proteſt, they are fo inſolently inſidious, 
(they are become mere nuiſances to all innocent ſociety. 

6 Soph. I am amazed the government ſhould not fet 
© the idle creatures to work. 

L. Wrang. The wiſdom of our anceſtors reſtrained 
* ſuch horrid licences ; and, you ſee, the ls they made, 
* deſcribed them all by the modeſt term ot ſpinſters only. 
But I'll take care of her, at leaſt; and fince ſhe is he - 
* come a public miſchief, ro humble her will be a public 
good.“ Vil fend to Mr. Witling this moment, and in- 
vite him to dine here. I defire vou will be in the way, 
child, and alſiſl me in bringing this matter to a ſpeedy 
concluſion, | | Exit. 


D 2 Soph. 
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Soph. Yes, I ſhall aſſiſt you, Madam; though not to 


gratity your retentments, but my own. Poor lady! is 


this then all the fruit of your philoſophy ? Is this her 

conduct ot the paſſions, not to endure another ſhould 
poſſeſs what (he pretends to ſcorn ? Are theſe her ſelt- 
den'als* Where, where was her ſelf- examination all this 
while? The l-ait inquiry there had thewn theſe puſſions 
as they are: then had (he (cen, that all this anger at 
my fiſter was but cuvy : thoſe reproaches on her lo- 
yer, jealouſy ; even that jealouſy, the child of vanity, 


r 


- 


Can ſhe be this creature, and know it not? And yer 
'tis ſo— ſo parnal's Nature to herfel!, 

* That charity begins, where knowledge ſhau'd, 

And all our wiſdom's counſell'd by the blood: 

The faults of others we with eaſe — 

But our own frailties are the laſt we learn. 

[Going off ſhe meets Frankly and Charlotte? 

Ha ! perpetually together ! 

Char. In contemplation, ſiſter? I em afraid we diſ. 
turb you : come, Mr, Frankly, we'll go into the next 


room. 


Har. Nay, we have none now, filter, but what I 
date (wear you are certaiuly let into: ha, ha, ha! l 
Fran. So ſhe muſt have a gentle inſult, I find; but it 


v ill be prodent in me to keep the prace. Ale. 
Soph. Theſe taunts are inſupportable! but to cunteis 
the mart, were adding to her triumpfm. [ Afude, 


Char. Why fo grave, Sophronia ? 
| Soph, Why that queſtion, Madam? Do you often ſee 
me otheru ie? | 
Char, No; but | thought, upon your ſuppoſing we 
hail fecrets, you drew up a little. 5 
Soph. Tis poſſible, I might nat be in a laughing hu - 
amour, without thinking any of your ſecrets important. 


Fran. People, Madam, that think much, always wear 


a ſerious aſpect. [To Char, 
Soph. As the contrary, ſiſter, may be a reaſon for your 
continual mirth. 

Char. Well, well; ſo I am bot happy, fiſter, I am 
content you ſhould be wiſe as long as you live. | 


and her avowed reſentment, malice !' Good Heaven! 


Spb. No, Madam, if you have any ſecrets, Pl retire, 
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Soph. You have one ſign of wiſdom, I ſee: a little 


| thing contents vou — There $ no bearing her. [ Ex. Soph. 


Char. She's in a high mitf. 
Fran, I am afraid there is no good towards us: [ ob- 


| ſerved my lady, as the paſſed too, had much the fame 


cloud upon her brow. 


Char. Then ſhe has _— told her how ſhe caught 


us tooling together. 


Frar. No doubt on't; therefore we muſt expect all 
the miſchief that either of them can do us. 

Char. My fitter can't do us much, ar leaſt. 

Fran. She can blow up my lady ; ; and, you know, 


my lady governs your father. 


Char, She does a little overbear him indeed ; not but 


he will make his party good with her upon occafion : l 


have known 1t come to a drawn battle between them, 

eſpecially when he has any body to ſtand by him. A 
ſad life though, Mr. Frankly, when conjugal engage- 
ments are only battles; does not their example frighten 


{ you? 


Fran. I can ſee no hazard, in taking my chance with 


you, Madam. 


Sophronia returns, and flops ſhort, ſceing Frankly tating 
Charlotte's hand. 

Soph. So! clofing again the minute they are alone; 
but I ſhall make bold with them. (Goc, forward. Pray, 
fitter, what did you do with that book of mine you wok 
up this morning ? 

Char. What book ? 

Soph. The Contucius, you know, in my chamber. 

* Oh, I did not mind it; I letr it upon the green 
table. 

Soph. Very well — that's all beg your pard.n, 
What a melancholy fight the is ! 

[ Exit, and drops her handkerch::f. 

Fran, This book was only a pretence to break in upon 
us. 

Char. Plainly—— ſhe haunts us like the ghoſt in 
Hamlet. But pray, what talk had you with iny tather 
juſt now? 

Fran. A great deal; we are upon very good terms 
there, I can tell you: bur his conſcience, it ſeems, is 
under the moſt ridiculous dilemma, ture, that ever was. 


D 3 Char, 
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Car. What do vou mean? 
Fan., It you will have patience to hear it, PI tell 


ane. 
(ar. I Ultall have no patience till J do hear it. 


Frau- Y ou mutt know then, ſome time ago, Sir Gil. | 


bert happence in a mixed company in Change-Alley, 


tutal of South - dea ſtock at an extravagant price: the 

beau be.ng piqued to an intemperance, to ſee his bar- 

gains a jeſt, oftered, in heat of blood, to back his judg. 
ment with more money, tor a harder bargain, and ten 
times as chimerical. e 

* Char, Ay, now let's hear. 

Fran. Thus it was: he” told an hundred guineas in- 
to your father's hand; in confideration of which, (if 
Witling could prove himſelf worth fifty thouſand pounds 
within the year, and the South-Sea ſtock ſhould in that 
time mount to a thouſand per cent. why then, and on 


© © © © «« „ e 


thoſe conditions only) your father was to give him the 


refuſal of vou, or your fiſter, in marriage. This whim- 
* fical offer turned the laugh of the company to the 
beau's fide, at which Sir Gilbert, impatient of his 
triumph, and not heing in the leaſt apprehenſive 
either of the ſtocks riting to that price, or that this 
rattle-headed fellow could poſſibly make ſuch a for- 
tune in that rime, fairly rook the money, and figned 
the contract.“ Now the ſtock, it ſecins, is come up to 
h's price, and the ſpark has actually proved himſelf worth 
near double the ſum he conditioned for. 
Char. For heaven's fake! am I to take all this feri- 
ouſly ? | | 
Fran. Upon my life *tis true: but don't miſtake the 
matter; Sir Gilbert has left his daughter's inclinations 
tree: there is no force to be put upon them in the bar- 
n. 
* Char. Oh, then I can take my breath again. 
Fran. No, no; you are ſafe as to that point: you 
may do as you pleate; he has only tied vp his own 
* conſent. But Wirling having this call upon it, Sir 
Gilbert is incapable, as he ſays, of giving it, at pre- 
* ſent, to me. | 
+ 6 Char. 


89 % „ 


E 


to juin iu a laugh at Mr,” Witling, for his folly (as it 
was then thought) in giving out premiums for the re- 
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Char. Well; but in the mean time, ſuppoſe he 
* ſhould give it to you ; what's the penalty ? | 
Fan. That's true; I had like to have forgot it: 
the penalty is this; it Sir Gilbert refuſes his conſent, 
then he is to give Witling an alternative of the three 
thouſand 2 ſtock only, at two hundred. S0 low 
it ſeems was the price when this bargain was made. 
* Char. A pinching article: I am afraid my good fa- 
* ther has not diſtaſte enough for a coxcomb, to part 
OW ſtock, and not tols him a daughter in the 
- ain. 

: | Ay, but conſider; Sir Gilbert is not 10 part 
+ with his ſtock neither, if you refuſe to marry the gen- 
« tleman,” | Ine” - 

Char. Why then the fool has given his money for 
nothing; at leaſt I am ſure he has, if he makes his call 
upon me. 

Cy Ay, but here's the misfortune ; the fool has 

* been wiſe enough to do that already: Sir Gilbert tells 
me, he has in ſiſted En and you may be ſure 
* my lady, and your fiſter, will do all in their power to 
hold your father to his bargain: ſo that, while the 
« contraQ's valid, it will not be even in your power, 
Charlotte, to complete my happinets this half year. 
Char. It gives me at leaſt occaſion to ſhew you a new 
proof of my inclination ; for I conteſs, I ſhall be as 
* uneaſy as you, till, one way or other, this ridiculous 
* bargain is our of that coxcomb's hands again,” 


Fran. Oh, Charlotte! lay your hand upon my heart, 


o «© % „* 


| and feel how ſenſibly it thanks you. 


Char. Fooliſh ! | 


Sophronia enters, as looking for her handkerchief, and ob- 


S : 


; ** 
«As 3: Ss * 


5 ſerves them. 

Soph. Monſtrous ! actually embracing him! What 
have her tranſports made her blind too ? Sure ſhe might 
ſee me. 

Char. Be but ruled, and I'll engage to manage it. 

Fran. I have a lucky thought, that certainly ——* 

Char. Peace ! break thee off! Lo! where it comes 


again. 


Fran, Speak to it, Horatio 


[Seeing Soph, 
Char, Do you want any thing, liter ? 


Soph - 
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Soph. Ay! did not J drop an handkerchief here? 
Char. 1 ad not ſee any — Oh, here 
Chis is it. [Giwres it her. 


[They all fland gravely mute for ſome time, at laſt, 
Charlotte, as as uneaſy at her company, Jpeak;. 


Char. Do you want any thing elſe, fitter * 
Soph. [Turzing /hort upon ber.]—Yes, Madam— 
1ence———to ſupport me under your injurious aſſu- 
rance. 

Char. Keep your temper, ſiſter, leſt I ſhould ſuſpect 
your philoſoph 10 n only an affectation of knowledge 
you never could arrive at. 

Soph. There are fome ſurpriſes, Madam, too ſtrong 
for all the guards of human conſtancy. 


Char. Vet I have heard vou ſay, Madam, tis a nar- 


rowneſs of mind to be ſurpriſed at any thing. 
Soph. To be amazed at the actions of the unjuſt, and 
the abandoned, is a weakneſs that often ariſes from in- 


nocence and virtue: you muſt therefore pardon me, it 


I am aſtoniſhed ar your behaviour. 
: Fran. So | I ſuppoſe I ſhall have my ſhare pre- 
* ſently. [ Afide, 


Char. My behaviour, Madam, is not to be aſperied by 
; and if I am not aſtoniſhed at yours, tis be- 
cauſe the folly of it ought to move no paſſion but 
laughter. 
5. This to me! to me, Mrs. Charlotte? 

Char. Ay, ay! to you, Mrs. Sophronia. 

Fran. I beg your pardon, ladies, I ſee you have pri- 
vate buſineſs. [ Going, 

Soph. No, Sir, —— bold —you are at leaſt an ac- 
complice, if not the principal, in the injury I complain 
vt. 

Fran, You do me a great deal of honour, Madam, 1n 
ſuppoſing any thing in my power could diſturb you; 
but pray, Madam, wherein have I been ſo unhappy as to 
injure you ? 

« Soph. In the tendereſt part; my fame, my ſenſe, 


* my merit, and (us the world eſteems it) in my fex's 


* glory. 
© Fran, Accumulated wrongs, indeed! But really, 
Madam, 


1 believe | 


2 
* 
| 
4 
» 
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| peru ary ly y due; and though 
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Madam, I am, yet in the dark; I-muſt beg you to ex- 
plain a little farther.” 
Soph. Then plainly thus, Sir: you have robbed me 

of my right; the vows of love you once- preferred to 

* me, are by the luys of honour, without my conſent, 

irre vocable: but, like a vile apoſtate, you have ſince 

preſumed to throw your ſcornful malice on my .attrac- 
nons, by baſely kneeling to another. 
Char, Oh, * painful conflicts of prudery ! LA. 
Fran. This 3 — ey rr 


| — nor on you. PIE ES 
ER 


% nt lk. g. 


— — Jas aue te its 


ill received, yet ſhould the —— . 
to invoke another's aid, bi vom are then 'become pro- 
fane and 1 impious to the Deity 

Char. So! fince he would — her a goddeſs, I 
find ſhe's reſolved to make one of herſelf. L Ahle. 

Frau. Now really, Madam, if I were to put all this 
into plain Engliſh, the tranſlation would amount to no 
more than this, that your offended deity is a mere dog 
in a manger : what the deuce, becauſe yuu don't love 
oats, muſt nobody elſe ear them! Ha, ha ! . 

Char. Ha! da ha! 

Soph. Amazement! horror! I am ſhocked and ſhivered 
to a thouſand atoms! Oh, my violated ears ! 

Fran. Ay, ay! Madam, you may give yourſelf as 
many romantic airs as you pleaſe ; but, in ſhort, I can 
p'ay the civil hypocnte no longer. 

Saph. Ye powers above, he triumphs in brutality ! 

Fun. That is, Madam, becauie you will always take 


civility, 
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civility for adoration, But however, to clear up this 

whole matter; if, for once, you can reduce yourſelf from 

a deity to what nature has made you, a woman of ſenſe, 

I'll beg pardon tor my brutality, and ſpeak to you like a 
ntleman. | 

Soph. You may ſuppoſe me then to have the ſenſe you 
ſpeak of. 

Fran. Why then T own, Madam, when firſt I came 
from travel, my good father, on whom I then depended, 
recommended me to an alliance in this tamily : I thought 
myſelf honoured in his commands; and being equally 
n ſtranger to you and your fitter, I judged, as being the 
« elder, you had a natural right to the preference of my 
addreſſes: I ſaw you, ſaw your perſon lovely, aJorued 
with all thoſe charms that uſually inſpire the lover's 
| 39 — ear I. n 

Char. How ſhe drops eyes at it! Aftde. 

Fran. But on a nearer converſe, I found 42 a 
mortal in your ſentiments; ſo utter a diſdain of love 
ghad you imbibed from your romantic education : no won - 
der 1 ſucceeded not: I ſhall not reproach you with my 
epeculiar i pleaſed yourſelf, and I re- 
treated. On this I thought my heart at liberty to try 
its better fortune here. Here I am fix d, and juſtify my 
love; where then is the injury to you, in laying at your 
ſiſter's feet a heart, which your diſdain rejefted! 

Soph. 'Tis true, while offered with impure defires : 
while ſenſually, and as a woman only, you purſued me: 
but had you greatly ſought the marriage of the mind, 
the ſocial raptures of the ſoul; I might perhaps have 
cheriſhed an intellectual union, 

Fran. Ah! but dear, dear Madam, thoſe raptures in 
the air would not do my buſineſs ; I want an heir to my 
family, and in plain terms my cafe requires one that will 
give a little bodily help to it. 

Soph. Nay then again, I muſt diſclaim you; a heart fo 


tainted would but fully the receiver: the ſhrine's diſho- 
noured by a polluted facrifice, 
Char. So | ſhe's at her old flights again. [ Afide. 
Sofh. Thus then I ſty for ever from your hopes 


Thus 


A act abi 
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Thus Daphne triumph'd o'er Apollo's flame, 

And to his heav'n — a virgin's name: 

The vanquiſh'd God purſu'd, but to deſpair, 

While deathleſs laurels crown'd the flying 3 
it. 

Fran. So! there's one plague over; I have Atellaged 
my 4 9 . her at leaſt. | * 

Char, Ha! ha! what a pretty way, though, my good 
ſiſter has, of turning a flight — a N But he has 
a great heart. | 

Fran. O! *twould be hard to deny her that ſatis faction; 
* beſide, the greateſt heart in the world did juſt the ſame : 
we have known the late grand monargue lole many a 
Battle; but it was bloody hard to beat him out of a Te 
Deum. 

Char, Well, but now, how ſhall we manage my fa - 
ther ? 

Frau. Here he comes. 

Enter Sir Gilbert. | 

Sir. G:1h. So, Mr. Frankly! you ſee I give you fair 
play and, troth, I have a great reſpect for you 
Bur——a——a bargain's a bargain ; if another man has 
really paid for my conſent, you mult not take it ill, if I 
don't refuſe him. | 

Fran, I can't pretend to aſk it, Sir: I think it fa- 
vour enough, it you don't oblige your daughter to refuſe 
me. 

Sir Gill. Not I, not I, man; that's out of the queſ- 
tion: the may pleaſe herſelf, and it Witling ſhould not 
pleaſe her; troth ! I cannot ſay it would not pleaſe me 
ioo: in ſhort, it you two have wit enough to make up the 
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difference, and bring me off —— why there's no more to 


be ſaid - If not accounts muſt be made up——I 
have taken the premium, and muſt ſtand to my contract: 
for let me tell you, Sir, we citizens, are as tender of 
our credit in Change-Alley, as you fine gentlemen are of 
your honour at court. 

Fran. Sir, depend upon it, your credit ſhall not ſuffer 
dy me, whatever it may by your compariſon. 

Sir Gilb. Why, what ails the compariſon ? Sir, I think 
the credit of the city may be compared to that of any bo- 
dy of men in Europe, 


Frans 
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Fran. Yes, Sir; but you miſtake me: I queſtiom if any 
bodies may be compared to that of the city. OY 

Sir Gu. O! Sir; I did not 
take you — ay, ay, you're right? you're right! A 
ay; ay, live . Mr. Frankly: — — "tis = 

our court, but city pohticians muſt do the nation's buſi- 
neſs at laſt. Why, what did your courtiers do all the 
laſt reigns, but borrow money to make war, and make war 
to make peace, and make peace to make war; and then to 
be bullies in one, and bubbles in t'other? A very pretty 
account truly; but we have made money, man: money ! 
! there's the health find life - blood of a govern- 
ment: and therefore I inſiſt upon it, that we are the wiſeſt 
citizens in Europe; for we have coined more caſh in an 
hour, than the tower of London in twenty years, 

Fran. Nay, you govern the world now, its plain, 
Sir, and truly that makes us hope it's upon the mending 
hand: for fince our men of quality are got ſo thick into 
Change-Alley, who knows but in time a great man's word 
may go as far as a tradeſman's ? 

Sir Gelb. Ah! a wag, awag ! In troth, Mr. Frankly, 
the more I know you, the more I like you: I fee you 
know the world, you judge of men by their intrinſic va- 


lue; and you're right! you're right! titles are empty 


things. A wiſe man will always be a wiſe man, whether 

he has any title or no. 

Fran, Ay, ay, Sir, and when a tool gets one, he's only 

ro be a greater fool. 

Sir Gilb. You're right again: beſides, Sir, ſhall any 

man value himſelf upon a thing that another may buy 

for his money as well as he? Ridiculous a very 
tty buſineſs truly, to give ten or twenty thouſand 

pounds, only to be called out of one's name: Ha, ha, ha! 


Fran. Nay, Sir, and perhaps too, loſing the privilege 


of a private ſubject, thar of being believed upon your ho- 
nour, or truſted upon your word. 


Sir Gill. Honour's a joke! Is not every honeſt man a- 


man of honour? 
Fran. Ay, but the beſt joke is, that every man of ho- 
nour is not an honeſt man, Sir. 
Sir Gib. Odſbodlikins, Mr. Frankly, you are an inge · 
nious geutleman, and I muſt have you into my — 
5 


„ 


aa a fg was mwm&# 


— 


— — 


THE REFUS Al. 49 


though it colt me twenty thouſand pounds to keep that 


pragmatical fellow out on t. 

Han. If I have any pretence to your favour, Sir, I 
vill take care your family ſhall not ſuffer by my coming 
into it: for if the worſt muſt happen, tis but waiting 
till the other half year of Witling's contract is expired. 
I dare anſwer your daughter won't run away with him in 
the mean time. ; 

Sir Gilb. Ay, but there's the queſtion: is the gi 
ſtaunch? Are you fure now, that like a young hound, 
the may not gallop away with the rank ſcent of a cox- 
comb, and ſo ſpoil your tport ? 

Frau. I dare fay the will take this fear for a favour'— 
beit examine her yourſelf, Sir. 


Sir G:1h. Come hither, Charlotte. 


Car, Your pleaſure, Sir? | 
ir Gilb. Are you ſure you are as wiſe as other fine 


ladies of your age, that know more of mankind than 


their tathers, and conſequently bave a natural averſion to 
all huſbands of their choofing ? In ſhort have you learnt 
enou gh of the world, to be heartily diſobedient upon oc - 

caſton * „ 

Char. When you — to give me the occaſion, Sir, 

I will try what I can do. 

Sir G13. Humh ! the promiſes fair. (To Frankly afide.] 
The girl has wit— But now, child, the queſtion is 
whether you have common ſenſe or no (for they don't 
always go together.) Arc you ſmoky ? Have you all your 
eye · teeth yet? Are you peery, as the cant is? In ſhort 
do you know what I would be at now ? 

Char, Will you give me leave to gueſs, Sir? 

Sir Gilb. Out with it. 

Char. Why then, (I hope at leaſt, Sir) you have a 
mind to make Witling believe, you are doing all in your 
power to bring his bargain to bear; and at the fame 
time wiſh I would do all in my power to bring it to no+ 
thing. 

85 G:15, [ Aide.) It will do! it will do! Mr. Frankly ; 
tell her ſhe's right; you know it is not honeſt for me to 
ſay ſo: a hum! 

Char. In ſhort, Sir, if you'll leave the matter to my 


diſeretion, 1'il engage to bring you off. 


Sir Gilb, Bring me off, huſſy! why; have you the 
E confi- 


— 
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« confidence to ſuppoſe I won't do the fair thing by the 


- gentleman ? 
Char. I have not the confidence to ſuppoſe you would 
do a hard thing by this gentleman, indeed papa 
[Takes Frankly's hand. 
Sir Gilb, © D'ye hear! d'ye hear !* what a ſenſible aſ- 
ſurance the ſlut has! Ah! it's a wheedling toad! [ Aide. 
 Adod! I'll have a little more of her but do you 
know, lady, that Mr. Witling has demanded my conſent, 
and that it will coſt me above twenty thouſand pounds to 
refuſe it ? | 

Char. Ves, Sir, I do know it; and if I were to give 

him my conſent, I know that I ſhould have much the 
-worſt bargain of the two. | 
Sir Gilb, Your conſent ! Why ſure, Madam, when I 
ſay, do fo, do you pretend to have a will of your own ? 
Char. Umh! a little! a imall pulſe, you know, papa. 
[ Fawning en Sir Gilb. 
Sir Gilb. Ah, the coaxing gipſey ! why, you confident, 
abominable—Odſheart! I could kiſs her 
| 3 Faith, do, Sir; that's no breach of your con- 
Sir Gilb. No! no! that's not fair neither; I am to be 
angry with her beſides I don't keep my word, if I 
don't ſpeak a one for him. 

Char. That's not in your power, Sir; tis impoſſible 
any body can give him a word, at leaſt to me. 

Sir Gilb, How! how ! will not a handſome young 
fellow, with an hundred thouſand pounds in his pocket, go 
down with you? Will not a full plumb melt in your 
mouth, miſtreſs Dainty ? 

Char. Thank you, Sir ; but I don't love traſh ! 

Sir Gilb. Traſh ! Mr. Witling trafh ! 

Char. A coxcomb. 
Sir Gilb. I ſay he is 
Char. My averfion. : 
Sir Gilb. Bear witneſs, Mr. Frankly, ſhe refuſes hum ; 
you ſee all I ſay fignifies nothing: but I fay again and 
again, that I am refolved, Madam, you ſhall mary him, 
and that articles ſhall be drawn this very morning. 
Char. But do you think you can't perſuade him to ſtay 
a little, Sir? i . 
Sir Gill. Stay! yes; yes; „ 
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ar. You'll think it a reaſonable one, I am ſure, Sir, 

S'r Gilb. Well! well! how long? 

Char. Only till J have done hating him, that's all. 

Sir Gill. Pſhah ! fiddle faddle! Marry him firſt, and 
you'll have time enough to hate him afterwards, 

Char. Well, Sir, then J have but one favour to beg: 
Of! YOU — 
| Sr G:1b, Come, what is't, what is't ? 

Char. Only, Sir, that in the draught of the artieles, 
you will be pleaſed to leave a blank for the gentleman's 
name; and if I don't fill it up to your mind, fay I know 
nothing of my own. 

Sir Gilb. Fy! fy! you wicked thing you=—=—"_— — Mr. 
Frankly, it will do! it will do! the girl has all her goings 2. 
keep her right, keep her right, and tight; and I'll war- 
rant thee all ſafe, boy. 

Fran, Never fear, Sir now there's but one diffi- 
culty behind; were it but poſſible to make my lady our 
friend in this matter 

Sir Gilb. Paw! waw! never mind her; am not I 
maſter of my own family ? Does ſhe not know that my 
will's a law ? and if I once fay the word | 

Fran. That's true, Sir; but you know, one would 
not make her a needleſs enemy: ſhe'll think herſelt: 
affronted, take it as an inſult to her underſtanding, not to 
be let into the ſecret at all. 

Char. Indeed, Sir, I am afraid we ſhall have a foul 
houſe, if ſhe is not conſulted in the bufineſs. 

Sir Gill. Nay, nay, with all my heart, but the fooliſh 
woman alway loves to diſpute about nothing; and ſuch a 
ſpirit of contradiction runs away with her, I had as lief fir 
in the ſtocks as talk to her; however, for your private 
ſatis faction 

Fran. Indeed, Sir, I think it will be better ſo. 

Sir Gilb. Well, well, then I'il tell her my reſolution: 
initantly. 

Char. Ah, poor papa! What a wicked diſtreſs have we 
brought him to! Now will he rather run upon the mouth 


of a cannon, than let us ſee he is afraid of gunpowder. 
Fran. How my lady will bounce when he — 
[Afide.- 
Sir Gilb. Oh, here's 1 Lady; I'll ſpeak to her now. 
2 


Fran. 
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Fan. Tf you pleaſe, we'll retire, that you may have no 
interruption. 
Sir Gilb, Do fo, you're right. [ Exeunt Fran. and Char, 
Enter Lady Wrangle, driving a Maid Servant in before her, 
L. Wrang, Out of my doors, you dunce ! you illite- 
rate moniter ! What ! could you not read ? Could not 
you ſpell? Where were your eyes, you brainleſs ideot ? 
Sir Gilß. Hey-day ! hey-day ! What's the matter now? 
L. M rag. Go, you eleventh plague of Egypt. 
Maid. Indeed, Madam, I did not know it was of any 
uſe, it was fo blotted and blurred, I rook it for waſte paper. 
L. Wrang. Blurred ! you driveler! Was ever any 
piece Rae = that had not corrections, raſures, interline- 
ations, and improvements? Does not the very original 
ſkew, that when the mind is warmeſt, it is never ſatisfied 
with its words ? 
Incipit, & dubitat ; ſcribit, damnatque tabellas, 
Et notat, & delet s mutlat, culpatque prodatque. 
Sir Gilb. Oh, Lord ! Now the learned fit's upon her, 
the devil won't be able todeal with her. IA. 
L. Mang. What have you done with it, you dolt- 
| head? Whereis it? Fetch it: let me ſee it, I ſay. 
Sir Gilb. Pray, my Lady Wrangle, what is all this 
rout about ? 
L. Wrang. Oh, nothing, to be ſure! I am all always 
— 
tr Gilb. Why, look you now, did I ſay any ſuch thing? 
L. Wrang. I don't care if you did. 
Sir Gilb. It's very hard a man may not aſk a civil queſ- 
tion in his own houſe. | 
L. Wrang. Ay, do, fide with her, take her part; do, 
do, uphold her in her impudence. 
Sir Gilb. Why, my Lady, did I fay a word to her? 
L. Wrang. Pray, Mr. mate, give me leave to go- 
vern my own ſervants. Don't you know, when I am out 
of temper, I won't be talk'd to? 
Sir Gilb. Fery true, my Lady. | 
E.. w—_mP Have not 1 plague enough here, do you 
think ? 
Sir Gilb, Why ay, that's true too Why, you confi- 
dent jade: how dare you put my lady into ſuch a violent 
, 
Maid. Indeed, Sir, I don't know, net I. M Bimpering 
L. Wrange 
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T. rang. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, meddle with your own 
bulineis ; the fault's to me, and ture I am old enough to. 
correct her my ſelt 
Sir Gilb. Why, what a dickens, may'nt I be of your 
mind neither? Sheart! I can't be in the wrong on both 
hides. 
L. II rang. I don't know any bufineſs you have on 
either ſide. 
Sir Gelb. Nay, if a man muſt not ſpeak at all, it's. 
another caſe. 
L. WWrang. Lord! you are ſtrangely teizing— well, 
come ſpeak - what, what, what is't you would ſay now? 
ir G:tb. Nay, nothing, not I; I only aſked what's: 
4 matter? 


L. Wrang. I can't tell you, the provocation's. too great 
for words. 


Sir Gilb. Well, well, well. 
L. M rang. What here ſtill? Am I to have no account 
of it then? ? What have you done with it, you monſter? 
Maid. Madam, the cook took it out a my hand, as 1 
was coming down ſtairs with it; he ſaid he wanted it. 
IL. rang. The cook! run, fly, and bid the villain 
fend | it me this moment. [ Exit Maid. 
ir Gilh, Why, what the dickins! the ſenſeleſs jade 
has not given him a Flanders? lac'd head to boil his cab- 
bage in, has ſhe ? | 
I. Frag. Plhah © Do you ever fee me concern'd for 
hoy trifles ? 
Gib. Or has ſhe let the raſcal ſinge his towls with. 
a bank bill ? 
I. Mang. It ſte had, do you think I would give my 
ſelf ſuch pain about either ? ; 
Sir Cilb. Hah ! this muſt be ſome. abominable thing 
indeed then. 
I.. N rang. The loſs, for ought I. know, may be irre- 
rarable. 
Sir Gilb., Oh! then ſhe has loſt your diamond neck - 
lace, I ſuppoſe. 
L. Nang. Pray don't plague me; tis impoſſible to 
ex preſs the wickedneſs of it. 
Sir Gilb. What, the devil! the cook has not got the. 
tut wich child, has he ? 
E J F 7 ang. : 


* 


Z. Marg. Worſe! worſe a thouſand times! 

Sir Gils. Worſe! What than playing the whore, or 
thief? Then the jade has certainly committed murder. 

L. Wrang. The moſt barbarous that ever was 

Sir Gilb, Hoh! then ſhe has broke pug's neck, to be 
ſure. | | [Afede. 
L. —_ The changeling innocent has given that 
ſavage beaſt, the cook, my whole new tranſlation of the 
paſſion of Byblis, for waſte paper, to be torn or tortur'd 
to a thouſand ſordid uſes. 

Sir Gilb. Nay then | 

L. Wrang. And I have not another copy in the world, 
if it were to ſave mankind from extirpation. 

Sir Gilb. I'm glad on't, with all my heart; now could 
I laugh, if Idurit, moſt immoderately. [ 

IL. Wrang. Now, miſtreſs, have you brought it? 
[Re-enter Maid. 

Maid. Madam, the cook ſays, he has ſhewer'd it on to 
the roaſt-beef, and he can't take it off: he won't burn 
his meat for nobody, not he, he fays. 

L. Vrang. Here | call the footman. He won't! Bid 
them drag the raſcal hither by the ears, or I'Il have 
them nailed down to the dreſſer for his impudence—T'Il 
turn the villain out of my houſe this moment. 

Exit Maid. 

Sr Gilb. Come, come, my Lady, don't be in a heat 
about a trifte; I am glad to find it's no worſe. 

L. Wraxg. Worſe ! had he robb'd the houſe, andaf- 
ter firedit, I could ſooner have forgiven him. 

Sir Gilb. Hah! thank you for that, Madam; but 1 
ſhould not. | 

L. Wrang. You! you ſhould not! What would be 

injury compared with mine? What I'm concern d 

r, the whole learned world, even to poſterity, may 
feel the loſs of. 

Sir Gilb. Well, well; have a little patience ; may be 
ſhe may get 445 And now you talk of poſterity, my 
lady Wrangle, I have ſome thoughts of marrying my 
5 Charlotte ; as for Sophronia, know—— 


IW-reng. I know, that one won't, nd Ap ſhan't 
marry; ſhe is a pert forward thing, diſobliged 
me, and therefore I'll puniſh her as I think fit, "_ 
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vou won't name her to me, you ſee I have other things 
in my head—all greas'd, and burnt to aſhes, I ſuppoſe. 

Sir Gli. I had better talk to her another time, I be- 
lieve. | | 

Enter the Maid with the Cook. 

L. Nrang. Oh! are you come at laſt, Sir? Pray, how 
durit you fend me ſuch an impudent anſwer ? 

Cook. I did not fend an impudent anſwer, Madam; I 
only ſaid the meat would be tpoil'd : but here ſhe comes, 
and makes a noiſe, and a rout, and a clatter about no- 
tning at all—and ſo every impertinent jade here takes 
upon her - Oons ! a man can't do his butineſs in quiet 
for them. | 

I. Wrang. Hold your nonſenſical tongue, Sir, and give 
me the paper I ſent for. 

Cook. Paper! This is what ſhe gave me. 

[ Holds it on a ſkewer, all greaſy. 

L. Wrong. Oh my heavens ! what a ſpeftacle ! not one 
line legible, though an empire were to purchaſe it. Look, 
look, look, you monſter ! Holding bim. 

Sir Gilb. So! here will be rare doings. 

Gn Oons ! what a hfe's here about a piece of foul 

; 
* Wrang. A life, you villain! your whole life can't 
make amends for what you have done. I'll have you 
| beat out of this houſe, till every bone in your body is 
broken for this, firrah. 

Cook. Beat, Madam! Blood! I won't be beat. I did 
not come here for that: I'll be out of your houſe preſent- 
ly ; I'll fee who will break my bones then; and fo there's 
one of your napkins, Madam : as for your ſheet of pa- 
per, there's a half-penny for't; and now take your 
courſe. I know how to get my wages, I'Il warrant you 
There's a law for ſervants as well as other 

[Exit Cook. 

Sir Gilb. Go, go, mind your bufinefs, you filly Tom 
Ladle you. 

I. Wrong. Ay; this is always the eſſect of your indul- 

ce; no wonder I have no power over them. If you 


Fad the leaf in of ſpirit, you would have broke the 
— 


Sir Gilb, Pſhah ! there's ad 
$ 
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let's fee! ¶ Tales up the paper.] Come, come, this matter 
may be made up without bloodſhed ftill—ay, here; umh! 
umh !—by the way, I believe this beet's enough, it 
ſmells bravely of the gravy. 

L. Wrang. What! then I am your jeſt, it ſeems. 

Sir Gith, Pooh! pry*thee be quiet; I tell you, I am 
ſerious—— ay, it's plain to be read till. [ Reads. 

All a poor maid could do (the gods, I'm ſure, 

Can tell) I've ſuffer'd to compleat my cure Cure! 
Ah, poor foul —- got the foul diſeaſe, I ſuppoſe. 
I. Wrang. Your obſcene comment, Mr. Wrangle, is 
more provoking than the inſolence of your ſervants : but 
I muit tell you, Sir, I will never eat or fleep in your 
houſe more, if that raſcal is not turned out of it this mo- 
ment. 

Maid. I hope your Ladyſhip is not in earneſt, Madam. 

L. Wrang. What do you prate, Mrs. Minx ? 

Maid. Indeed, Madam, if John's to be turn'd away, 
I ſhan't ſtay in the family: tor though he is ſometimes a 
little haſty to a body, yet I have reaſon to know he is an 
honeſt-hearted man in the main ; and I have roo much 
1 for him to ſtay in any ſervice, where he is to be 

us | | 

L. Wrang. What, you are in love with him, Mrs. 
Trollop, are you ? [ Cuffs her. 

Maid. Ods my lite! Madam, I won't be ſtruck by no: 
body : and it I do love him, what's that to any budy ? 
and I don't know why poor folks mayn't be in love as well 
their betters. 

&r Gilb., Come, come, hold your tongue, huſſy. 

Maid. Sir, I can't hold my tongue ; though I can't. 
ſay but your worſhip's a very kind maſter :. but as tor my. 
Lady, the devil would not hve with her; and fo, Ma- 
dam, I defire you will provide yourſelt. [Flings o. 

Sir Gilb. Odzines, Madam, at this rate I ſhall have 
neither dinner to eat, nor bed to lie on. What ſervants 
will bear this lite, do you think? You have no more 
temper than a——W hy how ſhould a filly wench know. 
what your impertinent poetry was good for? | 

L. Wrang. Impertinent! I'd have you know, Mr. Ig-- 
norant, there's not a line in the whole, that has not the 
true Attie ſalt in it. 


Sir 
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Sir G:1b, Well, and now there's Englih ſalt in it; and 
I think the reliſh of one's as good as t'other. 

Z. Wrang. Mr. Wrangle, if you have no ſenſe of the 
ſoul's 5 faculties, know, I have, and can reſent theſe 
vulgar inſults. You ſhall find, Sir, that a ſuperior un- 
deritanding has a proportion'd ſpirit to ſupport its digni- 
ty. Let me have inſtant reparation, or, by my injured 
* I'll ſet you houſe and family in a blaze. 

[Exit L. SP 
Fr Gilb, Why then blaze and burn by yourſelf; for 
I'll go out of the houſe. [ Going, 
Enter Frankly and Charlotte. 

Fran, Have you ſeen my Lady, Sir ? 

Sir Gilb. Yes, 44 I have fecn her- but—1 * 
k no- ſhe 


Fran. Don't come into it, I ſu 

Sir Gilh. Umh! no, not readily in ſhort, the houſe 
is all untiled. 

Char. Lord, Sir! what filthy thing's this ? 


a bear the P, 
Sir Gilb. Ay, there's the buſineſs —— — 
Lady's brain, that has got a miſchance : that's all. 

From: Some roaſted poetry, I preſume. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay; the, the, the paſſion of Bibble 
Bubble; I don't know what ſhe calls it : bur ſhe has been 
in ſuch a fume here, that half the ſervants are going to 
leave the houſe about it. Charlotte, you can wheedle 


pon occaſion ; pry' thee ſtep into the hall, and ſee if you 
can make up this matter among them. 


Char. I'll do my beſt, Sir. [Exit Char. 
Fran. Poor Lady! ſhe is a little apt to be over-con- 
cerned for her poetry. 


Sir Gilb, Concern'd ! Odfblews ! if a line on't 
to be miſlaid, ſhe's as mad as a blind mare that has loſt 
her foal ; ſhe'll run her head againſt a ſtone-wall to reco- 
rer it. All the uſe I find of her learning is, that ĩt fur- 
niſhes her with more words to ſcold with. 
Enter a Servant, 
Serv. Sir, Mr. Grainger's come, and Mr. Wi 
Sir Gilb, Oh, » oy s well. Come, Mr. F rankly, Ter 
all go into the dining-room together; mayhap ſhe may 
be aſham'd to be in a paſſiun before company. * 
an. 
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Fran. At leaſt we may keep her within bounds, Sir. 
Sir Gill. You're right! you're right! Ah! its a very 
hard caſe ! there's no condition of life without plague 
and trouble—— Why, moſt people think now I have for- 
tune enough to make ten men of quality happy 
And yet you ſee how odly things are carried; 
Tis true, I'm worth a million, but I'm married. 


—_—_—. 


ACT W. 


Granger and Frankly. 
FaANKLY. 


one word, Granger, thou art a very dangerous fel- 


low ; * I did not believe it poſſible thy blunt humour 
could have concealed ſo exquiſite a flatterer: why thou 
art more in my lady's favour in half an hour, all 
my art could make me in half a year. 

Gran, Have I not always told you, Frankly, that one 
civil thing from a downright dealer, goes farther than a 
thouſand from a man of general complaiſance? How do 
* you think I firſt — credit with Sophronia ? Not (as 
« youexpected to do it) by an implicit admiration ; but 


* the contrary, inſolently laughing at her pretending to 


* principles, which I would not allow her capable to com- 
« prehend or practiſe. Now this naturally piqued her in- 
to an impatience to mend my opinion of her; ſo the 
more difficult I ſeemed to be convinced of her virtues, 
* the more eaſy I made it to mend her opinion of me.” 

Fran. And if thou haſt not done it effectually, I know 
nothing of the ſex: why, ſhe bluſh'd, man, like a da- 
maſk roſe, when you firſt came into the room. 


Gran. Did not I tell you too, her quarrel and ſpleen 


to you would be of ſervice to me ? 
ran. O! palpably ! I was ready to burſt to ſee her 
_ and ſmile at me, upon your growing particular to 
Gran. And what pains ſhe took, to make you obſerve, 
that ſhe overlooked you? ha! ha! 17 8 
Fan. Tes, I did obſerve, indeed, that the whole 
| dinner 
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dinner - time ſhe was never two minutes without ſtealing 
a glance at you. 

Gran. O bleſs me! I can't bear the inſolence of my 
© own imagination ! What a dear confuſion will ſhe feel? 
| © What a vermilion ſhame will ſpread through all that 
lovely form if ever her fleſh and blood ſhould hap- 
pen to mutiny ? 

Fran. Which, to tell you the truth, I think it does 
© already.” | 

Gran. But the misfortune is, I have-flatter'd my lady 
into ſo good a humour, by engaging to make out a fair 
copy of her baſted verſes there, that I doubt, ſhe won't 
be able to leave me alone with Sophronia, 

Fran. Never fear ; her malice is too buſy, in ſetting 
Witling againſt me, to interrupt you. 

Gran. There, indeed, I have ſome hopes. 
| Fran. I believe I ſhali be able to aſſiſt them, and in 

part to return the favour you have done me with Sir Gil- 
bert. Sg | | 
Gran, Any thing in my power you may be ſure of 
but ſee, he's here! 
Enter Sir Gilbert. 

Sir Gilb. O! your ſervant, gentlemen; I thought we 
had loſt you. | 
Gran. Your pardon, Sir, we had only a word or two 

W '”. 

Fran. We were juſt coming into the company. 

Sir Gilb. In troth, I can tell you, the ſooner the bet- 
ter : for there's my lady and Charlotte are going to play 
all the game upon us. 

Fran. Never fear, Sir ; as long as you have given me 
leave to go Charlotte's halves, ſhe'll make the moſt of her 
cards, I'll warrant you. 

Sir Gilb. 1 don't know that, but I am ſure Witli 
yonder is making the moſt of his time: his wit, or his 
impudence have got him into ſuch high favour with my 
lady, that ſhe is railing at you like a wy, cry1 
him up for an _ : in ſhort, Charlotte diſcovere 
all your affair with her, and has plainly told him you are 
his rival. But it ſeems, Sir, your pretenſions are ſo 
ridiculous, that they are all three cracking their fides in a 
tull chorus of laughing at you. | 


'Y Fran, 
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Fran. Sir, I am obliged to you for your concern; but 
in all this, Charlotte is acting no wrong part, I can aſſure 

Ou. 

Sir Gilb. No wrong part! Odſheart ! I tell you ſhe's 
eoquetting to him, with every wicked limb about her — 
and is as full of her airs there, as a handtome widow to 
a young lord in the Lobby, when ſhe has a ſuit depending 
in the Houſe of Peers. 

D ns Better ſtill, the more likely to carry her cauſe, 

3 | 

Sir Gilb. Carry her cauſe! carry her coxcomb, Sir; 
for, you'll ſee, that will be the end on't : ſhe'll be car- 
ry'd off herſelf, Sir. Why, man, he 1s going to be- 
Feaguer her with a whole army or fidlers yonder ; © there 
© are fix coach loads of them now at the door, all ſtow'd 
fore and aft, with nothing bur cafes of inſtruments :* 
Such a concourſe of cat-guts, you'd ſwear one of their 
ſqualling eunuchs were roaſting alive here. | 

Fran. Believe me, Sir, there is no terror in all this 

preparation; for fince you are pleaſed to think Mr. 
_ + Granyer's ſecurity and mine ſvfficient againſt any da- 
© mage you can ſuffer from your contract with Witling,” 

do you but ſtand it out ſtoutly with my lady, and I'll 
engage to diſmount his muſical battery with a child's 
whittle. | 

ir G:th, My lady! Pihaw waw ? What doſt thou talk 
of her, man? Why I tell you, Ill put her into a movſe- 
hole, provided you engage to bring me off with Witling. 

Gran. Your ſecurity ſhall be ſigned the minute it can 
be drawn, Sir. | 

Sir Gilb. That's enough; I have ordered my lawyer 
© to ſend his clerk with it, before he brings the deed of 
* conſent that I am to ſign to Witling,: but give me 
leave to tell you again, gentlemen, I really don't under- 
ſtand the girl's way of procceding all this while. 

Fran. Why, Sir——don't you know that Witling is 
the vaineſt togue upon earth. 

Sir Gilb. 1 grant it. 

Fran. And conſequently, that the pride of outwit- 
© ting you in your daughter, gives him more pleaſure than 
either her perſon or her portion? | 

Sir G:1b, Not unlikely. 

f c Fran. 


r 
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Frau. And can you think, that from the ſame natural 
© infolence, he would not rather ſeem to owe his triumph 
over a rival too, rather to his own merit, than any ac- 
eident of fortune ? 

* Sir Gilb. I grant you that too.” 

Fran, Why, Sir, then, if Charlotte were to deſpiſe 
him, we are ſure he would then inſiſt upon his bargain ; 
but while ſhe flatters him, and you and I only laugh at 
him, he may be vain enough to truſt his triumph to her 
choice and inclination only. 

ir Gilb. O! now I begin to take you: ſo that, if he 
is rightly handled among us, you propoſe that Charlotte 
will be able to coquette him out of his contract. 

Fran. Nay, it's her own project, Sir : and I cannot 
really think we have an ill chance for it at worſt : but we 
mult leave it all to her now. In love affairs, you know, 
Sir, women have generally wiſer heads than we. 

Sir Gilb. Troth ! I don't wholly diſlike it; and if I 
don't handle him roundly on my part— 

Gran. Huſh ! my lady | 

Frau. Anon T'll tell tell you more, Sir. 

Enter Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 

IL. Wrang. Well, Sophronia, fince I ſee this giddy girl is 
neither to be formed by precept or example; it isar leaſt 
ſome conſolation, to find her natural inconſtancy ſo efſec- 
tually mortities that vile apoſtate, Frankly. | 

Seph. Yet I am amazed he ſhould not be more moved at 
her infidelity. 

L. Wrang. You know he's vain, and thinks his merit 
may fleep in full ſecurity. But now ! to rouſe him from 
his dream—— Oh, Mr. Granger! I am ſorry you left 
us ; I am perfectly killed with laughing ! There's Mr. 
Wicling has had ſuch infinite humour! He has entertain'd 
as more than ten comedies. | 

Gran. O! Pray, Madam, let us go in and participate. 

L. Wrang. By no means ; he's now alone with his 
miſtreſs, and 'twould be barbarous to interrupt them. 

Gran, His miſtreſs, Madam ! | 

L. Wrang. Ay! with Charlotte; and, you know, 
loxers ſo near their happineſs are apt to like no company 
to well as their own. . 

F Fran. 
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Fran. D've hear, Sir? [To Sir Gilb, apart, 

Sir Gilb. I told you how it was. [To Fran. apart. 

J.. Wrang. Beſide, he is to give us alittle mulic ; and 
I think this room will be more convenient. 

Gran. He is a fortunate man indeed, Madam, to be fo 
well with the young lady already. 
I.. Wrang. There's no accounting for that idle paſſion 
in uncultivated minds: I am not ſurpriſed at her for- 
wardneſs, conſidering the vulgar education Mr. Wrangle 
has given her. | 
drr Gilb. Odſheart, Madam! don't diſparage my girl: 
ſhe has had a more uſeful education than your ladyſhip. 

L. Wrang. O! no doubt! ſhe has ſhewn moſt hopetul 

effects on it, indeed! by hanging upon every young fel- 
low's neck, that does but aſk her the queition. 

Fran. Whatever faults Charlotte may have, Madam, 
I never knew her take pleaſure in expoling thoſe of other 

ple. 

"Y L. Wrang. O! cry you mercy, Sir; you have great 
© reaſon to detend her, I don't queſtion : ſhe is a ſaint in 
« your eye, to be ſure. | 

Fran. Were ſhe weak enough to imagine a ſuperficial 
learning could make her one, tis poſſible, her failiags 
then, like other people's, might have been more con- 
ſpicuous. 

L. Vrang. What do you mean, Sir? | | 
Fran. I mean, Madam, that as ſhe does not read Ari- 
otle, Plato, Plutarch, or Seneca, the is neither roman- 
tic or vain of her I and as her learning never 
went higher than Bickerſtaff's Tatlers, her manners are 

conſequently natural, modeſt, and agreeable. 

Sir Gilb. Ah! well faid Frankly. [Ali. 

L. rang. Since I am told you were once in love with 
ber, I ſhall ſay no more, but leave her own immediate 
behaviour to confirm your good opinion of her virtues. 
Ha, ha ! [ Exit. | 

Gran. While the lovers of this age, Madam, have 
* ſodeprav'd a taſte, we muſt not wonder, it our modern 
* fine ladies are apt to run into coquettry : they are now 
* torced to it in their defence; if they don't make 
* advances, they fland as lonely and ueleſs as untenan- 
ted houſes ; ſo that coque:ry, it ſeems, is no more than 


ſetting 
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* ſetting a bill upon their door, that lovers in diſtreſs 
may read as they paſs ——Here are night's lodgings to 
be let. 

I. Wrang. O!] they are moſt hoſpitable dames in- 
* deed: after this, methinks, the more proper appella- 
tion for coquets ſhould be that of landladies, 

[ 4 /ervant whiſper: L. Wrang. 

* I'll come and give orders myſelf. [Exit.” 

Soph. I don t know any man alive, that looks upon the 
degeneracy of mankind with fo diſcerning an eye as Mr. 
Granger; but Iam afraid it will therefore draw him into 
my misfortune, of being as odious to the illiterate of his 
ſex, as I am to thoſe of mine. | 

Gran. If that were as juſt a reaſon, Madam, for your 
having a favourable opinion of me, as it is for my pertect 
admiration of you, we ſhould each of us have ſtill as ma- 
ny friends as any wiſe man or woman ought to deſire. 


Fran, Do you mind that, Sir? Apart. 
. Sir Gilb, A ſly rogue! he knows how to tickle her up, 
I ſee. [art. 


Soph. And yet the rude world will fay, perhaps, that 
our = Shy to them has reduced us toa — 
for one another. 

Gran. That's a reproach can never reach you, Madam; 
ſo much beauty cannot but have its choice of friends and 
admirers : a form ſo bright and perfect, like a comet in 
the hemiſphere, where'er it comes, muſt ſet mankind a 


gazing. 

Soph. Fye ! Mr. Granger! 

Sir Gilb. What, a dickens! will ſhe ſwallow that bla- 
zing ſtar now ? [ 4port, 
Fran. Ay, as he hasdreſs'd it, and drink after it too, 
Sir. [ Apart. 

Sopb. I mind not multitudes. 

Gran. Pardon me, I know you have a ſoul above them; 
and I really think it the misfortune of your perſon, to 
have been ſo exquiſitely fair, that where your virtue would 
preſerve, your eyes deſtroy ; they give involuntary love ; 
where er you pals, in ſpite of all your innocence, they 
wound—— Fuvenumgue prodis publica cura. 

Soph. Alas! my eyes are turn d upon myſelf: * and fo 
« uttle do 10 other people, that I ſome- 

2 times 
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times find myſelt alone in the midſt of a public circle. 

Gran. I cannot wonder at that, Madam, fince our beſt 
* aſſemblies are generally made up of illiterate beings, that 
* when they are alone, find themſelves in the worſt com- 
* pany, and fo are reduced to come abroad, though mere- 
ly to meet, and hate one another.” | 

Soph. What charms, then, can you ſuppoſe I could 
have for a world, that has fo few tor me? Beſide, at moſt, 
the men of modern gallantry gaze upon a woman of real 
virtue, only as atheiſts look into a fine church, from curio- 
fity, not devotion : * they may admire its ornaments and 
architecture; but have neither grace nor faith for far- 
* ther adoration.” 

Gran. All men are not infidels ; of me, at leaſt, you 
have a convert: and tho' the ſenſual practice of the 
world had made me long deſpair of ſuch perfection in a 
mortal mold; yet when the rays of truth celeſtial broke 
in upon my ſenſe, my conſcious heart at once confeſs'd 
the deity ; I proſtrate fell a proſelyte to virtue; and 
now its chaſte defires enlarge my ſoul, and raiſe me to ſe- 

raphic joy. 
Soph. Harmonious ſounds, celeſtial tranſports ! [ Aſille. 
Sir Gilb. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! was ever ſuch a wicked 


thief ? Odſheart, he'll make her go to prayers with hun, 


preſently ! LAL. 
Soph. No more; we are obſerved. Theſe heaven - born 
emanations of the ſoul deũre not vulgar ears. Some fitter 
time may offer—till when 
Gran. Till then, be huſh'd our joys. 
[Gran. leaves her, and joins the men, while Soph. walls 
2 muſing. 
ohh. Our joys. indeed! Such was, in Paradiſe, our firſt 
parents joy, betore they fell from innocence to ſhame. 
Fran. [To Gran.] Why did you not go on with her? 
We thought you were in a fine way. Sir Gilbert and I 
were juſt going to ſteal off. 
Gran. bolt and fair, Sir. A lady of her delicacy muſt 


be carried, like a taper new-lighted, gently forward; if 
you hurry her, out ſhe goes. | | 
Sir Gilb, You're right, you're right, Now ſhall 
ſee me manage her a little: I'll ſpeak a good word for you 
2. rhum | 
; Gr an. 


' 
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Gran. Huſh ! not for the world, Sir——Death, you'll 
ſpoil all! Don't you ſee ſhe is in contemplation ? 

Sir G:itb, What it ſhe be, man? We muſt not humour 
her till ſhe is ſtark mad, neither. Sophronia, how doſt 
thou do, child ? 

Saph. [ Repeating.) he earth 

Gave ſigu ot gratulation, and each hill: | 
Jayous the birds ; freſh gales and gentle airs 
W hiſper'd it to the woods, and from their wings 
Flung roſe, flung odours, from the juicy ſhrub 
Diſporting | 

Sir Gilb. Very pretty, I proteſt; very pretty. Theſe 
amorous ſcraps of fancy in thy head, make me hope that 
love is not far from thy heart, Sopby. 

Soph. Love, Sir, was ever in my heart; but ſuch a 
love, as the blind Homer of this Britiſh iſle, in rhymeleſs 
harmony, ſublimely fings 

Sen Gilb. Well, and, pr'ythee, what does he ſay of it? 

80. — Love refiues | 
The thought, and heart enlarges ; has his ſeat 
In reaſon, and is judicious, is the ſcale, 

By which to heavenly love thou may it aſcend. 

Sir Gilb. Very good again; and troth, I'm glad to hear 
thou art ſo heartily reconciled to it. 

Sh. Fafier than air with air, if ſpirits embrace, 
Total they mix, union of pure with pure 
Defiring | | 

Kir Giib, Ah! there, I doubt, we are a little crazy. 
[Afede, 


Sup. This iron age, fo fraudulent and bold, 
LIouch'd with this love, would be an age of gold. 
Sir Gil. Oh, lud! Oh, lud! this will never do. [Afide. 
Gran. So, ſhe has given the old gentleman his belly - 
full, I fee. Well, Sir, how do you find her? 
Sir Gill. Ah, poor ſoul, piteous bad! all upon the tan- 


tivy again! You muſt e'en undertake her yourſelf; for 


I can do no good upon her. But here comes love of 
another kind. | 
Enter Charlotte, Witling, and Lady Wrangle. 
Char. Oh, fiſter ! here's Mr. Witling has writ the pret- 
ueſt cantata, ſure, chat u FT muſic — 
3 . 


T 
Soph. I am glad, fiſter, you are reconciled to any of 


his performances. 
f 2 Oh, fie! Madam, ſhe only rallies— A mere 
triſle. 

Fran. That I dare ſwear it is. 

Mit. Ha, ha! no doubt on't; if you could like it, it 
muſt be an extraordinary piece, indeed, Tom. You ſee, 
my little rogue, we have crabbed him already. 

1 [Aue, to Char. 

L. Wrang. Mr. Frankly is a mere modern critic, that 
makes perſonal inclination the rule of his judgment; but 
to condemn what one never ſaw, is making ſhort work, 

Fran, With ſubmiſſion, Madam, I can ſee no great 
raſhnefs - preſuming that a magpye can't fing like a 
nightingale. | 
= No, nor an owl look like a peacock, neither, 

L. Wrang. and Char. Ha, ha, ha! 

L. Wrang. Perfectly pleaſant. 

Char, Oh, wat to an infinity ! | 

Fran. Much good may do you with your Canary-bird, 
Madam. | To Char, 

Char. Oh, Sir, I am ſorry you are ex ! but 
when wit is upon the lee, no wonder it runs into 
rudeneſs. 

* Fran. I don't wonder at my not hitting your taſte, 
* Madam, when ſuch ſtuff as this can go down with you. 

© Wit. My ſtuff, dear Tom, was compoſed purely for 
the entertainment of this lady; and fince ſhe likes it, 


will allow, that you, of all mankind, have moſt reaſon 


to find fault with it. Ha, ha! 

* Char. Nay, if he ſhould like it, even I will then give 
it up to the world as good for nothing. | 

2 ; Ga Then it's in danger, I can tell you, Madam; 
© for I ſhall certainly like it; becauſe I am ſure it will 
be good for nothing. 

(bar. A pleaſant paradox. | 

Fran. None at all, Madam; for fince I find your 
© heart is, like ſtock, to be transferred upon a bargain, it 
vill be ſome pleaſure, at leaſt, to ſee the groſſneſs « | 
« your choice revenge me on your infidelity. 
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* Wit, Poor Tom! What, are the grapes four, my 


© dear? Ha, ha, ha! 


© Char, Pſhah ! never mind him. The cantata, dear 


Mr. Witling, the cantata. 


L. Wran. Oh, by all means! Pray oblige us, Sir. 

* Wit. Immediately, Madam; but all tbings in order. 
Firſt give me leave to regale the good company with a a 
* ſmall craſh of inſtrumental. 

* L.Wrang. As you pleaſe, Sir. 

Mit. Hey, Signor Carbonelli! V pace Pintrare ! 

[ The muſic enter. 
IL. Wrang. Mr. Granger, won't you pleaſe to fit ? 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay, come, gentlemen ; but, in earneſt, 
does this puppy really pretend to fing ? | 

Fran. Much as he pretends to wit, Sir; he can 


© make a noiſe, atleaſt. 


Sir Gilb. But the whelp has no voice. 

* Fran. Oh, Sir, that's out of taſhion ! Your beſt ma- 
© ſters ſeldom have any. © 4 

Sir Gilb. Then I would not give a fig for their mu- 
« fic, Sir; I would as lief ſee a crippie dance. Butler's 
* hear what the fiddles can do. [They play @ ſenata.] 
Well, and what, we are to ſuppoſe this is very fine, - 
* now, ha? 

Fran, No doubt on't, Sir; at leaſt it will not be fate 
to ſay the contrary. 

« Sir Gilb, Well, well, for a quiet life, then, very fine 
© let it be; but I wiſh I could hear a Lancaſhire Lo — 
« pipe for all that. 

L. Wrang. Come, dear Sir, no more i 

. [ @ Witling. 


Gran. See, Sir, Mr. Witling is going to entertain us. 

Sir Gilb, Ay, that muſt be rare ſtuff indeed. 

Mit. Upon my life, Madam, I have no more voice 
© than a ketile- drum; beſide, this is for a trehle, and out 
of my compals. 

* Char. Oh, no matter? feigy it, dear Mr. Witling. 

Mit. I would fain oblige you, Madam; but yet, me- 
* thinks, nothing done to pleaſe you ſhould be feign'd, 
© neither, Madam. | 

+ Fran, Ha! Hyg would fain be witty, I ſee ; but don't 
* trouble yourſelf, Madam; he has as n uch mind to hog 

as 
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as you have to hear him: tho”, Heaven knows, his voice 
is like his modeſty, utterly forced; nature has nothing 
to do with either of them. 

Mit. Whatever my modeſty is, dear Tom, thy unea- 
ſineſs I am ſure is natural; that comes from thy heart, 

I dare anſwer for it, Ha, ha, ha! | | 
Fran. Oh, thou happy rogue! 

Mit. But, Madam, it I fing, you ſhall promiſe me to 
dance, then. | 

Char. Oh, any compoſition ! T'll do it with all my 
heart. 

L. Wrang, But the words * firſt, dear Sir, read them 
© out.” | 

Mit. Well, ladies, ſtace you will have it 

Sir Gilb. He is acurſed while about it, methinks —— 

=D, 296 muſt _ then, this cantata is of a different 
ſpecies the pathon generally expreſſed in our modern 
operas; for there you fee your beoes uſually approaches 
the fair lady with fighs, tears, torments, and dying. Now, 

here I ſhew you the way of making love like a pretry tel- 
low ; that is, like a man of ſenſe, all life, and gaiety —— 
As for example | 
Char. Pray, mind. 
Nit. [Reading.] 
Thus to a penſive ſwain, 
Who long had lov'd in vain, 
Thyrſis, the ſecret arts 
Of gaining hearts 
Pa diſdain, 
| To his deſpairing friend imparts. 
So far recitative—Now for the 8 hum ! 
+] Don't you think, Mr. Granger, that the doable 
, adde caſes of ** to a penſive ſwain, to his deſpairing 
* friend,” almoſt reduce this to nonſenſe * 

* Gran. Juſtly obſerved, Madam ; but, you know, 
© nonſenſe and harmony are reconciled of late. 
Vi. Would you-woo her 
| With ſucceſs ? 

Up to her, 
Purſue her 5 


R „% „ 


a 


THE REFUSAL. 


If gay, | 
Shew her play; 
If colder, 
Be bolder : 


69 


Now ſeize her, 
And teize her, 
And kiſs her, 
„ Pm her ; 
ill ripe for the joy 
You warm her, 5 


nl to pine and languith, 
Or figh your _ 
To the air, 
Is fruitleſs 
Endur'd in vain : 
Silent woes, and looks of care, 
Will never, never win the fair. 


End with the Art train, 


Ah, you lietle rogue ! [To Charlotte. 
* Wrang. Infinitely pretty ! * Nothing, 9 
+ to mufical. 


Char. Sing it, fing, it, dear Mr. Witling. Iam on 


+ tiptoe to hear it. 
* Wit. Well, Madam, if you can bear it in a falſetto. 


* 


+ Char. O caro] caro 

© Wit. Anima 11 

Soth. [ To Gran.] How happy are the ſelf-conceited ! 
* and yer, if he had not ſung, now, this wretch's folly 
and 1gnorance had been leſs confpicuous. 

Gran. Right, Madam; but, you know, a man muſt 
* have variety of parts, to make an 2 cox- 


6 comb. | 
6 Soph 
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* Soph. I ſcarce think poetry is more abuſed than mu- 
« fic, by its vain pretenders, 

Gran. And yet it is hard to ſay, Madam, whether 
© thoſe pretenders, or the falſe taſte of our modern ad- 
 mirers, have more contributed to the abuſe of either.“ 

Wit. But come, Madam, now your promiſe ; * your 
* airs only” [To Char.] can give a bonne bouche to our 
entertainment, DO the | 

Char. Well, fince I gave my word, I'll uſe no ceremony, 

Soph, * What, more folly ?* I grow tired. Shall we walk 
into my library? There we may raife our thoughts. 

Gran. You charm me, Madam; I thirſt, methinks, 
for a clear draught of Helicon. 

Soph, Take no leave, but follow me. [ Ex. Soph. & Gr. 

Nit. Eben ſonate. [Charlotte dances.] Eb ! viva 
© viva?” All enchantment, Madam! no ten thouſand 
angels ever came up to it. | 

L. Wrang. It cannot be denied but Charlotte has an ex- 
ternal genius; ſhe wants no perſonal accompliſhments ; but 
tis great pity the application they have coſt her, was not 
laid out upon the improvement of her underſtanding. 

7t. Oh, pardon me, Madam! as long as there is a 
underſtanding between her and me, what matter's 
which of us has it, you know. 
Sir Gilb. Ay, but there's the queſtion, which of you 
*ris that has it ; for if one of you has it, I am ſure you 
two will never come together. | 

Fran, Well ſaid! at bim, Sir. [Afide. 

IVit. Look you, Sir Gilbert ; you may fancy your fair 
daughter and I are a couple of tools, if you pleaſe ; but it 
one of us _ not been witer than the father, we _— 
never have a ri he tocome rogether „in ſpite of his 
teeth, that's mn Ha, ha, ha! 22 

L. Wrang. Pardon me, Mr. Witling, you under - rate 
your merit; for you had been ſure of my conſent without 
your contract. 

Wit. Ay, Madam, that was only a foeliſh modeſty that 
1 could not ſhake off; therefore I hope you will excuſe 
me, if durit not think merit alone was a ſufficient bait to 
bob Sir Gilbert out of his conſent. Ha, ha, ha ! | 

Sir Gilb. You are a very merry grig, Sir; but have 2 
care you are not bobb'd yourſelf. Stay till you win, before 
you laugh; for you are not yet married, I preſume. 


Wits 
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Nit. Why no, nor you have not ſupped yet; yet I 
hold gold to ſilver, we both eat before we fleep. 

Sir Gilb. Why! doſt thou think the girl is in haſle te 
marry thee to night ! . 

Hit. I don't ſay that neither: but, Sir, as long as I 
have a ſufficient depoſit of the lady's inclinations, to 
anſwer tur the reſt of her premiſes, you will give me 
leave not to be afraid of her looking out for a new chap 
in the mean time, Sir. 

Sir Gilb. A depoſit! why wouldſt thou perſuade me 
the girl can be fool enough to like thee ? 

Wt. Egad, I don't know how it is, but ſhe has wit 
enough, it ſeems, to make me think ſo—— but it you 
won't take my word, let her anſwer for herſelf. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, that I would be glad to hear. | 

Vit. Ha, ha! Egad, this is a pleaſant queſtion indeed 
Madam, are not you willing, (as ſoon as the church- 


 bookscan be open) to make a trans fer of your whole ſtock 


of beauty for the conjugal uſes of your humble ſervan ? 
Char. Indeed, papa, I won't ſuppoſe that can be a 
queſtion, | | 
H it. A bum! your humble ſervant, Sir. 
Char. Beſide, are not you obliged to fign a further 
deed of conſent to Mr. Witling? 
Sir Gilb. Yes, child; but the fame deed reſerves tn 
you a right of refuſal, as well as to him. 
Char. That I underſtand, Sir; and there's one can 
witneſs for whom [I have reſerved that right of reſuſal. 
| [Pointing to Fran. 
"it. Your humble ſervant, again, Sir; ha, ha, ha! 
L. Wrang. I am amazed, Mr. Wrangle, you could 
think ſhe could be under the leaſt difficulty in the choice. 
Fran, And yet, Madam, there are very innocent la- 
dies, that have made a difficulty of changing their incli- 
nations in half an hour. | 
L. Wrang. A woman of ſtrift virtue, Sir, ought to 
have no inclinations at all: or, it any, thoſe only of be- 


ing obedient to the will of her parents. 


Wit. Oh, let him alone, Macam ; the more he rails, 
the more I ſhall laugh, depend upon't: the pain of a 
rival is the pleaſanteſt game in the world : bis wifhin 
me at the devil, is juſt the ſame thing as if he wiſhed me 
joy! ha, ha, ha! 

3 Ser 
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Sir G:ilb, Well, Sir, all I ſhall fay, is, that if the girl 


has common ſenſe, thy contract muſt ſtill be good for 

nothing. | 
Hit. Right! and if you had common ſenſe, I a 

ſure you would never have made it; not but to do you 


_ juſtice, Sir Gilbert, I muſt own you have wit in your 


way too, though it's of a very odd turn, I grant you. 

Sir Gilb. Sir, I difown my pretenſions to any, if ever 
© you had ſenſe enough to find it out. 

* Wit. Sure you * my dear Sir Gilbert. Don't 
© you remember once I di 
* catch you in St. What-de-callum's churchyard, with 
« your table book, taking dead le's names from the 
* tomb-ſtones, to fill up your lf of 
© tion, that you might be ſure of thoſe that would never 
© come to claim it? and then pretended to all your 
© friends you were full? There, at leaſt, you had more 
wit to keep people out, than any man living had to 
get in: for I grant you, your liſt was dead ſure ! ha, 
© ha, ha! | 

Sir Gith, Why, ay, this nonſenſical ſtory now paſſes 
for wit, I warrant, among your cockade and velvet 
© ſparks at Garraway's; but much good may do you 
« with your jeſt, as long as we have your money among 
us: I believe it will be no hard matter to bite moſt of 
* your ſoft heads off before it be long; and if you 
drive on as you ſeem to do, we ſhall make bold to ſet 
* ſome of you down where we took you up, odſheart- 
« likins. | 
V7. Nay, I grant you, to do your own buſineſs, 

© you muſt do other peoples too; but if all the youn 

© tellows of dreſs and pleaſure would follow me, I wou 
* undertake to lead you a dance for all that. 
0 Sir Gilb. And, pray, what would you have them 
© aw! | 

It. Why, do as you do: nothing that you pre- 
© tend to do; or do as I did, every thing as you whiſ- 
© pered me not to do. I minded what your broker did, 
not what you faid, my dear! And it every gentle- 
man would but buy, when you adviſe him to ſell; or 
* fell when you adviſe him to buy, twould be impoſſible 
* to go out of the way: why, 'tis as plain road, man, 
* a; trom Hyde-Park corner to Kenſington.” 


Sr 


d find it out? Did not I flily 


your third ſubſcrip- 


» Or 


THE REFUSAL. 71 


Sir Gib. Sir, you take a great deal of liberty with 
me; inſomuch, that I mult tell you, I am not ſure 1 
won't pay the forfeit of my contract, rather than part 
with my daughter to a coxcomb ——and fo take it as 


you will. 


L. Wrang. Mr. Wrangle ! what do you mean by this 
brutality ? 

Fran. Mr. Witling, Madam, will take nothing ill, 
that I think fit to juſtity, I am ſure. 

Wit. No, faith ! you need not fear it; I'll marry be- 
fore [I'll fight, depend upon't. Ha, ha! 

L. Wrang. Mr. Witling, I beg you come away this 
moment I'll undertake to do your merit juſtice. I'll 
ſee who dares pretend to govern in this family befide my- 
ſelf. Charlotte, give him your hand—Come, Sir—— 

[ Exit Lady Wrangle. 

t. I am all obedience, Madam—your humble ter- 


vant, Mr, Frankly ———* Would you woo her —“ 


| [ Exit, finging with Charlotte. 

Fran. Admirably well done, Sir! you have worked 
© his infolence to rare order.” Now, if you can but 
ſtand it out as ſtoutly with my lady, our bulineſs is 
done. 

'r Gib. Tt! —Will you ſtand by me? 

Fran. Will you give me your authority, Sir, to han- 
dle her roundly, and make her know who ought to be 
her maiter ? 

S'- G15, My authority! ay, and thanks into the bar- 
gain — Come along, Fl! fend tor the lawyer now—— 
Mr. Frankly, my blood riſes at her; the ſhall find I'il 
vindieate the honour of the city, and, from this mo- 
ment, demoliſh her pettieoat government. 

Fran, Well faid; I'll warrant vou, Sir. [ Excunts 


Exo of the Fouatru Acr. 


— — — 


= + © V. 
S Gilbert ad Frankly. 
| Six GiLSERT. 
TV dear Frankly, I could nor reſt till I had thee 
alone again ; thou bait gained upon me tor ever : 
vou V.ndicaiing tac huſband's authority, aud taking my 
0 Wi.C 


wiſe a peg lower before my face, has tickled my fancy 
to that degree, that, odzooks ! I could wiſh in my heart 
thou hadſt been marned to her. 5 

Fran. Oh, I ſhould be loth to have robbed you, Sir, of 
that happineſs. | 
vir Gilb, A hum Fou are right, you are right; I did 
not think of that indeed. Well; it's a very odd thing 
now, that a wite will ſooner be kept under by any man 
than her huſband : why the deuce can't I govern her ſo? 
Fran. There's no great fecret in the matter, Sir; for 
take any couple in Chriſtendom, you will certainly fiud, 
that the more troubleſome of the two is always head of 
the family. | 

Sir Gil. By my troth, I beliere you are ri 


; ; right ; and 
ſince the war is begun, I'll make a fair puſh for t. Iam 
reſolved now to thwart her in every thing; and if Gran- 

ger has but wit enough to talk Sophronia into her ſenſes ; 
that is, if he can but convince her that ſhe is fleth and 
blood, and born to breed, like other women; vdzooks ! 

he ſhall marry her immediately: I'll plague ker Ladyſhip 
that way too. | 
* Fran. That way! Oh, ay, its true: for I think I 
©* have heard you ſay, Sir, that if either of your daugh- 
ters die unmarried, my Lady js to inherit their fortunes. 
* Sir Gill. Ay, ay; there the ſhoe pinches, man; ſhe 

* would be as much an enemy to Granger, as ſhe is to 
« you, if ſhe could in the leaſt ſuſpect he would ever make 

any thing of it with Sophronia.” | 

Fran. And, if I don't miſtake, Sir, Granger is in a fair 
way there too; for, to my knowledge, he has been lock- - 
ed up with her this half hour, here in her library. 

Sir Gilb. The dickens ! 

Fran. Did not you obſerve them ſteal off together, juſt 
before the muſic * oy 

Sir Gilb. J wondered, indeed, what was become of 
them; by the lord Harry I am glad of i. muſt have 

a peep at them. ( Gors to the key-bole.) Odſo! they are 

juſt a coming forth 

Frau. We had beſt be out of the way then, that we 
may not ditturb them. 1 

Sir Gitb, No, no, I'll warrant you: pr'ythee, let us 
ſt. nd behind this ſæreen, and obſerve what paſſes. 


Fran. 
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Fran. Quick! quickly then; here they come. 


[They retire. 
Enter Granger <vith Sophronia. R 
Sp. Oh, Granger! ſtill preferve this purity, 
And my whole foul will open to receive thee : - 
Forget, like me, thy ſex, how . may 
We paſs our days in rational defire ! 
* Thou ſeeſt, I own, without a bluſh, my love, 
« For dluſhes ouly riſe from guilty flames ; ; 
When conſcience driven, reluctant to the crime, 
+ Leaps to the face, and marks the cheek with ſhame : 
Zut the chaſte deart ſublim'd by purer fires, 
+ Knowing no conſcious fear, reſerve, or ovile, 
* Gives, with unbounded franknefs, all its ſtore, 
And only bluthes—thar it gives no more.” 
Gran. Hear this, ye bright immortal choirs above, 
And own that human fouls, like you, can love. 
Sir Gith, Beyday ! this is downright love i in a trage; 
dy! Well; he's s comical thiet, 
6 222 Huſh ! let him go on, Sir. 
þ. Can you forgive the tedious . 
. Which my diſtruſt and dread impos 1495 
Gran. Can I h you for ſo juſt, fo kind 
A fear? While through 5 
A ſenſual and infectious rages, 
Giving, from ſex to ſex, the mortal rainture ; 
Can I complain, if, to preſerve yourſelf 
* From the contagion, you've aps enjoin'd 
The healthy to perform his quarantine ? 
But landing thus, upon my native ſoil, 
© | leave my ſuffering s pa K behind, and think 
The preſent now is ll prox left of time, 
r 
| luſh ! blu 
© That boaſt the bliſs of 4 connubial love: 
Can you wear human forms, yet ſee the prone, 
The brute creation equal your defires ? 
Had you or fouls or ſenſe refin'd, you'd form 
« Your wiſhes worthy your ſuperior being; 
Curb, with imperial reaſon, lawleſs nature, 
And reach, like us, the joys of love ſeraphic.” 


Gran. Oh, harmony of heart ! Oh, ſpotleſs paſhon ! 


2 Here, 
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ere, on this hand, the altar of my vows, 
I cftcr up my purer part, my ſoul 

To thine, and ſwear in violable 

Soph. — Hold! 

Paſhions, like ours, no formal vows require; 

For vows ſuppoſe diittruſt, or faichlefs love, 

the tral ſecurity of ſenſual flames; 

But where the pure, with the pure ſoul unites, 

Lhe imple hand, thus given, and receiv'd, ſutlices. 
(ran. Let then this hand my ſpotleſs heart reign. 
Soph. Thus in exchange I blend my foui with thine. 

Sir Hilo. So; they are got to hand and heart already; 

but now, now for a touch at the reit ot her premiſes. - 
Fra':. Nay, dear Sir, be eaſy. | 
Se Gl, Well! well! I will, | | 
$4. And now, no more Sophronia, but thy friend; 

Be buth my name and ſex from hence torgotten. 

Crat. No: 

I. et we remember ſtill that thou art fair; 

For were there no temptation in thy beauty, 

here were the merit of ſuch hard reſi u ance ? 

Indeed, my 92 'tis hard! 'tis hard reſiſtance 

* 'The organs of my fight, my ear, my feeling. 

* As I am made 2 42 in ſpice 4 

Or me, exert their functions, and are pleas d: 

I view thee with delight, I hear with tranſport, 

And hy wuch is raptureͥ — 

b. How fares my triend ? ; 
(ran. Like the poor wretch that parches iu a fever, 

With taral thirſt, yet begs for preſent eaſe | 

Io drink, and die 
* Soph, From whence this new diſorder ? | 
* Gran, Tell me, Sophronia, is my virtue blameful, 

* Bccauſe my ſenſes act as nature bids them? 

Am U in fault, it the ſharp winter's froſt | 

Can chill my limbs, or ſummer's ſun will ſcorn them? 

What matter can reſiſt the elements? 

« Rivers will freeze, and ſolid mountains burn; 

* Whar bodies will not change — Thus the tall oK 
+ Thouyh trum our meaner flames f cure, 

« Mutt that, which fal's from heaven, endure. . 
erh. Where has he learned this art at unoffending 

« flattery ? | [ Afde. 

| | + Gran. 


. 
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* Grang. Canſt thou reproach me then, if while thy 
beauties | 
© With ſuch a 1 my ſenſe, 
My human heart's not proot againſt their pow'r 
2» oy Reproach thee ! No hy are but the ſhells, 
© Or huts, that cover in the ſoul, and are, | 
© Like other fabrics, ſubject to miſchance : 
The cells of hermits may be ſir d; but none 
© Reproach the wretch that ſuffers by the flaine.” 
Gran. Oh, Sophronia ! canſt thou forgive me then, 
That my material droſs thus burns before thee ? 
That my whole frame thus kindles at thy beauty? 
And even warms my foul with fond deſire ? 
Like an impatient child it languiſhes, | 
© And pines tor wants unknown, it ſighs, it pants, 
* To be indulg'd upon thy friendly boſom, 
* To fold thee in my tender arms, to talk, 
And gaze, with mutual ſoft benevolence 
Of eyes, as giving were our only pleaſure.” 
Sir G:th, Adod! I believe he's in earneit, he makes 


me halt in love to hear him. 


Soph Is it poſſible ? Can then 
Such ſoftneſs mingle with corporeal paſſion? [. Shart. 
Grau. But while the ſoul alone is ſuffercd ro 
Poſſeſs, and bars my mortal part from joy; 
My poor repining ſenſes murmur at 
Their fate, and call thy purity unjuft, 
* To ſtarve the body, while the mind knows plenty, 
Vet, like a churl, ingroſſes whole the teait. 
© My ſenſes claim a ſhare from nature's law; 
* They think, with a more melting foftne's, they 
Could love, and een inform the foul with rupture.“ 
Sir Gilb, Ay; now we begin to work her. 
Gran. Contider then, as part of me, thy friend, 
Thy friend may ſure be truſted with your pity ! 
« Oh, relieve them! give me ſome ſign at leaſt, 
One kind embrace, or a chaſte fiſter's kiſs, 


ln certain proof that thou art ſtill my friend, 
That yet thou hat'it me not 


I atk no more. 
* Soph. Pignora certa petis? do pignora certa=—Timeno, 
Gran. Does then thy fear alone retuſe me ?* On, 
| S-phronia ' 


G 3 Why, 


7 TK r 


Why, why mult virtue be this foe to nature? 
V\ by fer our ſentes with our fouls at variance, 
As teav'n had torin'd thee tair—to kill thy friend. 

Sieh. What means my throbbing heart? Oh, virtue! 
Now tave me from unequal nature's power! [now, 
Now guad me trom myſelf and hide my ſhame ! 

(.74a4. Nuit | then periſh ? Will my triend torſake me? 

Soph, Oh, Granger! I am loft! - thou haſt undone 
{ am fallen, and thou wilt hate me now. [ine |! 

(zrax, Oh, Sophronia 5 | 

Sop/., —— Lend me thy arm, ſupport me! 
hy melting plaints have ttole upon my heart, 

Mul fotten me ta withes never known before. 

(C. Oh, the tumultuous joy! | She ſiuls into his arms. 

Sir Gily, Ah, dead! dead! We have her, boy! we 
have her. N 

Gran. See how ſhe pants | 
Ho, like a wounded dove, ſhe beats her wings, 
© Ard trembling hovers to her mate tor ſuccour. 

* Oh, tte dear contuſion! Awake, Sophronia ! 
Now wake to new and unconcerv'd delights, 

« Which faint philoſophy could never reach, 

* Which nature gave thee charms to tale and give. 

« $aph. Oh, I cou'd wiſh, methinks, tor ev'ry power, 
That mignt have charms for thee : thy words, 

* Like Hybla drops, diſlil upon my fenie, 
And I could hear thee talk for ever.” 

Gran. * Oh, be but thus forever kind, thy eyes 
Will find new ſubjects for eternal talk, 

And everlaſting love :” bluſh not, my tair, 

I hat thou art kind: tby heart has only paid 

To love, the tribute due from nature's whole creation ; 
For wiſdom to his power oppos d, is folly :* 

Hear how the Britiſh Virgil fings his (way ; 

+ Thus every creature, and of every kind, 

The ſecretjoys of mutual paſſion find; 

Not on!y man's imperial race, but they 

That wing the liquid air, or ſwim the lea, 

Or haunt the deſert, ruſh into the flame; 

For love is lord of all, and is in all the ſame.” 

; | f Excunt Gran, aud Soph. 
| Sr 
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Sir Gilb. Oh, rare phe loſophy ! Oh, fine philoſophy ! 
dainty philoſophy ! ho ! [S: 


Fran, Ha, ha, ha! that muſt be a pleaſant fort of phe. 

lofoph indeed, Sir, that pretends to be wiſer than na- 
ture. Platonic | love is a mere philoſopher's ſtone ; when 
different ſexes once come to lay their heads together 
about it, the projection's ſure to fly in fumo. 

Sir Gilb. Fumo! Ay, I warrant you. A handſome 
wench, that ſhuts herſelf up two or three hours with a 
young "fellow, only out of 1 is making a hope- 
tul experiment in natural philoſophy indeed — Why it's 

1utt like ſpreading a bag of gun — before a great tbe, 
| — to dry it; ha, ha, ay 

Fran. Right, Sir—lr puts me in mind of the Iriſh 
* ſoldier, who, to ſteal powder out of a full barrel, cun- 
+ ningly bored à hole in it with a red hot poker. | 

* Sir Gilb. Ah, very gocd! ha, ha, ha! As you ſay, 
© it's hard luck indeed, that her firſt rouch of his hand 

* thouid blow up all the reſt of her body. 

* Fran. But to do her juſtice, Sir, ſhe was not won 
* without a good deal of art neither: a plain battery of 
love — have done nothing upon her; you ſee, he 
* was forced to ſap her with his ſelf reproaches, and put 
it Ml upon the point of her compaſſion to his ſenſes. 

« Sir Gilb. Nay, the toad did worm her nicely, that a 
© mutt needs ſay. 

Fran. Ha, ha, ha ! what a rare welcome too this news 
will have with my Lady! How ſhe will tume at the dif- 
appointment ! 

Sir Gilb. Nay, I have nothing to do with that, you 
know; this was none of my doin ng : let every tub ſtand 
upon its own bottom; I thall een leave her Ladyſhip 


to his management: all I can promile him is, not to 
* hinder the matter. 


4 Fran. That's all he will defire, I dare ſay, Sir: be 
vyou but as a paſſive in his affair as mine, I'll warrant 


* we will nnd courage enough between us to maintain 
our pretentions. 


| Enter a rear. 
Ceres, Sir, here's Mr. Delay, the lawyer. 
Sir Gilb, Odio! that's well! Now, Mr. Frankly —— 
4 | | Fran, 
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E. I believe, Sir, you had beſt keep him out of my 
ht, till matters are ripe for execution. 
+ You are right, you are right; lay no mere, 
Il dot. | Hh, the fp ! ? bow be tichind ber ug 
Fran. But harkee, harkee, Sir Gilbert don t. flinch now ; 


| don't be a craven; w © G20 FOO eh ap 
en. Will you and Granger continue to land by 


1 To the loft of our amoross - blood to your 
daughters, and our 22 27 blood to you. 

Sir Gilb. Why then, if I don't Javabble it out with ber 
Ladyſbip to the L, drop off 4 huſband's authority, way 1 
live and die the cuck of the hen-peck'd corporation. | 

| Exit, 
Fran. So; thus far we ſtand fair: we e 
new to combat but my Lady; and Granger's ſucceſs with 
Sophronia, at this time, will naturally ffrengthen our al- 
liance againit her. As tor my Friend | Witling, his own 
_ affurance and vanity will partly do his buuneis: * but, 
6 however, in the mean while, it will not be amiſs to 
© keep him warm and ripe for our delign” * 2 


here be comes. 

| Enter Wuling. 
Wie. Ha, ha, ha ! dear Tom! I am glad I have found 
thee, faith! I have a favour 8 thee. 

Franz. Why then, I am you have found me too 
— becauſe, I believe, 1412 grant it. 
Vit. Ha, ha! what crabbed fil. m my dear! But I 
<—_— lady, child ; and us tor her ſake 
I am going to be obliged to thee. 

Fran. I A woman of ſenſe, I 
warrant her, by her ſending thee on a fool's errand. 

* Wit. Ay, but my dear! the errand happens to be 
* her's now; and fo thou haſt civilly put the fool upon 
* the woman of ſenſe. Good again ! one of thy old blun- 
* ders, Tom! tor, I think thou haſt but curſed luck in 
* making g way to the women. 
Fran. When you tell me the lady you come from, 
I ſhall be beiter ible to gueſs, whether ſhe takes me or 

+ you for a tool.” 

Mit. Suppoſe then it were from a lady, Tom, that de- 

hgns 
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tizns to take either you or me for a huſband ? What doſt 
thou think of my little Charlotte, my dear Tommy ? 
Fran; Why, if the takes thee for a huſband, I ſhall 
think her a tool; and it I ſhould rake thee for a wit, ſhe 
would think me a fool: but by her ſending thee to aſk a 
tavour of me, it's a fign ſhe thinks — 4 8 
Wit. Ha, ha! a ve arcel of croſs purpoſes: 
a fool and wit, and 9 and ſhe, and thee, and 
me! What! art thou playing at buttle-cap with thy 
words, child ? * Thou doit not expect I ſhould take all 
thy jingle jumble for wit, doſt thou? 
* Fran. No, faith! if it be wit, I expect thou ſhouldſt 
© not take it. * 
Mit. With all my beart Come, come, it ſhall be 
wit then; 1 will mittake it tor once. Zut to buſineſi 
the fair lady, my dear Tom — 8 f 
; Fran. _—__— of her ? a a 
. 55 poor ſoul, ſhe defir'd me to come to 
. — 
5 And leave her to better company, ha 
* Wie. Look you, Tom, I know loſers ought to have 
* leave to ſpeak, and therefore, at preſent, you ſhall have 
all the wit to yourſelf, my dear: but don't be uneaſy 
at my happineſs, dear Tom; for to tell you the truth, 
the creature is ſo curſed fond of me, that ſhe begins 
to grow troubleſome already. Ha, ha, ha! 
a — Why don't you make yourſelf eaſy then, and 
« give her up to me ? | - 
* Wit, No no; I muſt not break the poor fool's heart 
* neither;* for you muſt know, ſhe is in a terrible taking 
about me. 
Fran. How ſo, Sir ? | | | 
lit. Why the ſaid, juſt now, ſhe was afraid to marry 
212 to ſoon as to-night upon thy account. 
Fraz. Good! then there may be hopes ſhe will not 
marry thee upon any account. | 
H it. No, don't flatter thyſelf neither, my dear Tom- 
my; for her concern at the bottom was all upon my ac - 
count. | 
Fran. How does that appear? | 
n. Why you know, tays the, after all. poor Frankly 
ks lomt fort or pretentions to me: I don't know how it 
| | WAS 
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was, ſays ſhe ; bur ſome way or other he got in with my 
father: ſo I durſt not wholly diſcourage his addreſſes. 
Now, Frankly's of a ſurly remper, * ſays ſhe? and, 
* if I ſhould marry you, in the heat of his diſappoint. 
ment, he may ſay or do ſome raſh thing upon't:* and 
I know, ſays ſhe, Mr. Witling, you are Salve in your 
nature too; and if matters ſhould riſe to a quarrel, no- 
body .kaows where the miſchief may end; the world will 
— it all at my door I ſhould be the miſe 
rableſt creature alive — therefore I beg you, ſays ſhe, 
go to him from me, and try to make an amicable end of 
rhe buſineſs; and the moment poor Frankly's made 
caly, , ſays the, Pl marry you the next hour, without any 
erve in the whole wotld. 
Fran. Why then, without any reſerve-in the whole 
world, pray tell the lady, that ſhe may depend upon 1t 
I am certainly eaſy ——becauſe Jam ſure the impoſes 
vou. 
n ke * me, child! ha, ha! thet's — 


nth ee 
cn out : bat, however, I am migh you 
do, becauſe then I am ſure, as long as you ure eaſy, 


22 take it ill, if I ſhould burſt my ribs with 
at r fancy. 

es your in the leaſt ! and to increaſe your 
© mirth, Sir, T will be farcher bold 0 ell you, the has a 
6 hearty a contempt for ou, „ - ane 

* Wit. Good again! 2, ha, ha 

Fran. es hs — deman exits. 
© ration, thou haſt not wherewithal to give a Spaniard 
« jealouſy. 

* Wit. Ah, poor Tom, if thou didſt but know all now ! 
6 ha ! 

9 * But to think th NN muſt 
© have the impudence o rench Harlequin 

« Wit. Ah, dear Tom, 1 for ſince I 
© find thou art not, in the leaſt, uneaſy at her engage- 
* ment with me, to tell thee the truth. I have nothing 
6 6 retard my happineſs. 


Fran. 
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© Fran, Why then, Sir, be as happy as you deſerve; 

© and pray let % lady know, as to any — vl 
© you, I am in periect of mind and ihty. 

* Wit. And you really give me leave to tell her fo? 

+ Fran. Tell her, I am mere: eaſy than the herſelf will 
© be, when ſhe has marned you. 

Vit. Why chen periſh me, if thou art not one of the 
beſt-bred rivals in the whole world ! ha, ha, ha! and 
here ſhe comes, faith, to thank thee for her part of the 
conſolation. Ha, ha! | | 


Fran. Ha, ha! 
Char. So, gentlemen, I am glad to find you in ſuck 
humour. 


7t. O! Madam, the deareſt friends in the world : 
I have obey'd your commands, and here's honeſt Tom is 
ſo far from being uneaſy at our marriage, that egad I 
can't get him to believe it will ever come to any thing. 

Cbar. = A. Mr. Frankly may think as he 
pleaſes ; but is not uneaſy upon your account, that's 
all I pretend to defive of him. 

Wit. No, no, honeit Tem will give us no trouble, de 

a N. 
. I, upon my honour, Madam, for though 
I might be provoked to cut another man's throat, that 
* ſhould pretend to you, yet the value I have for Mr. 
« Withag, ſecures him from my leaſt reſentment. 

Mit. Look you there, Madam! you fee your fears 
© are all over I don't find we have any thing to do now, 
* but to ſend for the parſun. 

* Char, Ay, but I don't well underſtand him; for he 

* ſeems to be neither jealous of your merit, nor my in- 
* clination ; and that I can ſcarcethink . 
Fran. You may, upon my foul, Madam: for I have 
« ſo juſt a ſenſe of bath, that if it had not been in re- 
« oard to your father's contract, I am convinced you 
+ would never have endured the fight of him. 

Vit. Ah! poor Tom! be has much ado to ſmother 
it. [_4part. 

* Char. Very pretty! ſo you think that my admitting 
| © his addreſſes is mere grimace, and that I am all this 
* while taking pains only to deceive Mr. Witling. 

Fran. Alus! you need not do that, Madam; he takes fo 


* much 
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much to deceive himſelf, he really gives you no trouble 
© about it. 
R F Wit. You ſee, child, we may put any thing upon 
im. 
* Char. Right! you take it as I could wiſh! Let me 
* alone with him. And fo, Sir, you really expect I ſhould 
de pleaſed with your having this tree opinion of my 
* conduct ?” 

Fran. I mult be pleaſed with every 2 you under- 
take in my favour, Madam. 
Wit. How vain the rogue is too [Alle. 
Char. I am amaz'd! but how naturally a coxcomb 
ſhews himſelf. [Alle. 

Hit. Ay, that's when he is in your hands, Madam; 
© Ha, ha! Egad ſhe plays him nicely off. [ fed. 

* Char. After this, one ſhould wonder at nothing ! 
© Nay, there are ſome fools, I fee, whoſe vanity is fo tar 
© from being oſſenſive, that they become diverting even 
© toa rival. 

Fran. Mr. Witling is always entertaining, Madam. 

Vit. Hah, prodigious ! 'Egad he thinks you mean me 
« all this while. Ha, ha, ha! [ 4part. 

* Char, Well, ſure there never was fo bright a cox» 
6 comb ! ! { Afar t, 
+ Wit” Egad I'll humour him: Ha, ha? [ ar“. 

Char. By 6 you will make him thine to à mt- 


racle. [Aa. 
Wit. Why then, periſh me Tom, if ever I was fo well 
diverted at à French comedy. hates his hand. 


Fran. That may very well be, Sir; tor fools are apt 
to be fond of their own parts. (Shake: Wiiling's baud. 

Char, Ha, ha! 

Hit. Ay! ſo they are, the devil take me ; for, I ſee, 
there's no beating thee out of thine. 

Frax. How ſhould I be out, when you play all the 
ſcene yourſelt ! 

IV it. No, no, Tom, I only laugh all; but *us vour 
part that makes me, child. 

Fran. Right! It you did not laugh, where the devil 
mould the jeſt be? 

it. Why, then, you ſee, I do the tool juſtice, T om, 
Ha, ha! | 5 

1609 
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Fran, Ay, the devil take me, doſt thou; I never faw 
him better acted. 

Mit. Ah! but you don't know, my dear, that te 
make a coxcomb ſhine, requues a little more wit than 

© thou art aware of. 

Fran. I know that he who has leaſt wit of us two, 
© has enough to do that, my dear. 

4 Mit. Ay, that is when a coxcomb ſhows himſelf, 
© Tom. | | 

* Fran. Nay, in that I grant no mortal can come up 
© to thee, 

: 4 Ha, ha, ha! Oh, dear rogue, I muſt kiſa 
thee, 

* Omnes, Ha, ha, ha! 

Enter Lady Wrangle. 

L. Wrang. Your ſervant, your ſervant, good people: 
whence all this mighty mirth, pray ? 

Mit. O, Madam, Low has been ſuch a ſcene ! ſuch 
hit and daſh upon one another; in ſhort, ſuch brightnefs 
o'both ſides, the full moon, in a froſty night, never came 
up to it. | 

Char, I muft needs ſay, I never ſaw Mr. Witling ſhine 
ſo before. | 

Frau. No, Madam? Why, he always talks like a lu- 
 natic, as you now may judge by his ſimilies. 

Vit. Ah, poor Tom! thy wit indeed is, like the 
© light of the moon, none of thy own : it I don't miſ- 

take, my dear, I was forced to ſhine upon thee, before 
* thou wert able to make one reflection. 

Fran. There you are once in the right: for I certain- 
ly could not have laughed, if you had not given me a 
© hearty occaſion, 

Vit. Ay, but the cream of the jeſt is, Tom, that at 
© the ſame time I really gave thee no occation at all, 

Fan. Right again, my dear: for your not knowing 
© that, is the only jeſt that's worth laughing at. 

« Both, Ha, ha, ha! | 

L. IWrang. This muſt be ſome extraordinary miſtake 
indeed ; for I have no notion that Mr. Frankly and you 
can have reaſon to laugh upon the ſame occafion. 

Wit. Why, faith! the occaſion is a little extraordie 

| =—_ nary ; 
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nary ; for you muſt know, Madam, that honeſt Tom and 
I here, are both going to be married to this lady. 

L. rang. Both! | | 

Wit. Ay both, Madam; for, it ſeems, ſhe has not 
been able to convince us, that either of us mult go with- 
out her. | | 

L. Wrang. That's fo like Mr. Frankly's vanity, that 
cannot think his mi ſtreſs loſt, though he ſees her juſt fal- 
12 the arms of his rival. 

ran. My vanity and yours, Madam, are much upon 
a foot; tho' I think you happened to be firſt cured ot it. 

L. Wrang. What do you mean, Sir? 

Fran. That by this time you are convinced I was never 
in love with your ladyſhip. 

L. lhrang. I am convinced, that a very little trouble 
would have made you fo. 

« Fran, It muſt have been a good deal more than it coſt 
me, to make you believe ſo. 5 
I. Wrang. It you have ſtill hopes of marrying 
* Charlote, vir, I don't wonder at your believing any 
* thing. Ha, ha, ha! : 

Han. Laugh when you fee me deſpair, Madam. 

I. Wrang. I need not ſtay for that; your hope, is 
* ridiculous enough, and I laugh becauſe you can't ſee." 

Fran. Yes, yes, I can ſee, Madam: I have ſeen all 
this day what tis you drive at: in ſhort, Madam, you 
have no mind that either of Sir Gilbert's daughters fhould 
marry ; becauſe if they die maids, you have ſecured the 
chance of ſucceeding to their fortunes. | 

L. Wrang. Ay, do make the world believe that, if | 
* youcan: perſuade Mr. Witling that I have no mind 
Charlotte ſhould 88 him. 

« Fran, What Mr. Witling thinks, is out of the queſ- 
* tion, Madam; but you are ſure that ſhe never deſigns to 
* marry him: ſo that your ſetting up his pretenſions is | 
* not with the leaſt view of doing him good, but of doing 
me harm; or rather, that while you manage the dit- 
pute well on both fides, neither of us may have her. 

IL. Wrang. He has gueſs'd the fecret; but that ſhall 
not hinder my proceeding. [Male.] You are in the right 
eto hope as long as you can, Sir; but I preſume 4 

· 
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* don'tdo it from my friendſhip, nor Mr, Wrangle's con- 
« ſent, or Charlotte's inclination. 

Fran. Be what it will, Madam, it has a better foun- 
dation, than your hope of ſuceeding either to her's or 
«* Sophronia's fortune: for,” ſhall I tell you another &- 
cret, Madam? Sophronia is going to be married to 
Granger ; ſo that you are equally like to be diſappointed 
there too. 

L. Wrang. Sophronia married! 

Fran, Ay, ay, married, married, Madam: wedded, 
bedded, made a mere wite of: *tis not halt an hour ago 
tince I ſaw her fink}, and melt into his boſom, with all 
the yielding fondneis of a milk-maid. 

I. Wrang. Sophronia, do this? ; 

Fran. Sophronia, Madam; nay, Sir Gilbert was, at 
the ſame time, a ſecret witneſs of all; and was glad, glad 
of it, Madam: and to my certain knowledge, reſolves, 
that Granger ſhall marry her inſtantly :* and fo, Madam, 
all that fantaſtic fort philoſophy, that you have been 
building in her brains tor ſeven years together, is (with 
one honeſt attack of mere fleth and blood) fairly demoliſh- 
ed, and brought to nothing. 

I.. Wrang. I'll not believe it; I know your ears deceiv'd 
vou; he might perhaps tranſport her, but never to a ſen- 
mal thought. | 

* Fran. . ! Madam, I tel lyou, I heard and faw it 
* all ; myſelf, ſaw her ſighing, bluſhing, ing in his 
arms, Lich mortal, ſenſual? — . — all her 
romantic pride reduced, and humbled to the obedience 
* of that univerſal monarch of mankind, Love, Madam ; 
* plain, naked, natural Love, Love, Madam. 

L. Wrang, I am confounded ! It this be true, his 
triumph is inſupportable. [Afde.] Ha! what do I ſee!* 
Euter Granger, leading Sophronia. 

Fran. Dear Granger, I congratulate thy happineſs ! 

+ Gran. My happiniſs indeed! for till I was victorious, 
© T knew not halt the value of my conqueſt, 

Fran. [To Sophronia.] Give me then leave to hope, 
Madam, that our former difference is forgot; ſince the 
* more elevated paſſion of my friend has now convinced 
me of my own unworthineſs. 


H 2 + Sophe 
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* J5ph. I cannot diſavow my tendereſt ſenſe of Gran- 
© ger's merit, give it what name you pleaſe; I own tis 
* tomething—— Quod nequeo dicere, & ſentia tantum +: 


bat am proud that love alone, unaſſiſted by philoſophy, 
could never have ſubdued me. 


L. Varg.“ Is it poſſible! 
Ey e Madam. 
[Fre vreats through the company, and takes Soph. apart. 

Frau. Heyday what's £ do now ? * 

* Gran, O Frankly! I have ſuch a melting 
6 2 to tell thee ! F 1 

* Fran, You may ſpare yourſelt the trouble, 
* Sir Gilbert and every word ot it. [Afde, 
But I allow you an artiſt. | 5 | 

Gran. Was it not very whimſical ? 

Frau. Huſh ! 

I. Bang. [To Soph.'] Look in my face - full upon 
me. | 

Sep. Why that ſevere look, Madam? 

I.. Wrang. To make you bluſh at your apoſtaſy. 

Soph. Converts to truth are no apoſlates, Madam, 

L. Mang. Is this your ſelf-denial! This your diſtaſte 
of odious man? 

Soph. Madam, I have conſider'd well my female ſlate, 
and am now a proſelyte to that philoſophy, which ſays, 

Nature makes nought in vain. 
95 & Wrang. What's then become of your Platonic 
em? 

Spb. Diſſolved, evaporated, impracticable, and falla- 
cious all: you'll own I hare labour'd in the experiment, 
but found at laſt, that to try gold in a crucible of virgin- 
wax, was a mere female folly. 

L. Mrang. But how dur you, Madam, entertain a 
thought of marriage without acquainting me? 

Soph. Madam, I am now under this gentleman's pro- 
tection ; and from henceforth, think my actions only cog- 
nizable to him. | 

L. Wrang. Very ſine! | 

Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, *tis but fretting your ſpleen 
to no purpoſe ; you have no right to diſpoſe of either ot 
thoſe ladies: Sir Gilbert's conſent is what we depend 
upon: and as far as that can go, we ſhall make one 
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inſiſt upon them both, Madam: and fo you may as well 
put your puſſion in your pocket, Madam. 

L. Wrang. Tafupportable ! [Walks in 

Wit, Ha, ha! well faid, Tommy! What, art t ou. 
crack-brained ſtill, my dear? How the devil didſt thou 
come by Sir Gill's "conſent ? What, he has not mortgag d 
it twice over, has he? But if he has, with all my heart; 
I fancy we ſhall find a way to make bis firſt deed ſtand 
good, however; and that, I am ſure, I have here ſafe in 

my pocket, child. 

Fran. Oh, that ſhall be tried preſently, Sir; and here 
he comes with the lawyer, for the purpoſe. | 
Enter Sir Gilbert, with a Lawyer, 

L. Wrang. Mr. Wrangle, what do you mean by this 
uſage ? How dare you aftront me thus? 

Sir Gilb. I affront you, my Lady ! 
TL. Wrang. Ay, Sir, by bringing theſe royſters here, 
to inſult me in my own family. 

Sir Gilb, Frankly —ſtand by me. 

ou 1 A _ 

7 Sir, I am not ſpeaking to ou. 0 Mr. 
Want, tos dare you do this ? 4 r 

Sir Gilb. Do, Madam ! I don't do any thing, not I. If 
the gentlemen have done any harm, you had beſt talk to 
them; I believe they have both tongues in their heads, 
and will be able to anſwer you. | 

Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, if you have received any in- 
jury from either of us, we are the proper perſons to talk 
with you. 

L. Wrang. What, will you ſtand by, aud tamely ſee 
me abuſed in my own houte ? | 
Sir Gilb. Odzines, Madam, don't abuſe yourſelf! the 

nt!emen are civil gentlemen, and men of honour ; but 
it you don't know how to behave yourſelf to them, that's 
* — 5 ah 

L. Wra rodigious! behave myſe - 
ſume to wo me, — rude, illiterate monſter? * 

Sir Gilb. Hold her faſt, pray, gentlemen. 

Gran. ¶ Interpofing.] Come, come, be compoſed, Ma- 
dam. Conſider how theſe violent emotions diſhonour 


your philoſoph 
A H 3 Sir 
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Sir Gilb. Ay, Madam, if you are a philoſopher, now, 
let's ſee a ſample of it. 

L. Wrang. Yes, Sir, I'll give you one inſtance of it 
immediately; before you ſtir out of this room, I'll make 
you do juitice to this gentleman ; I'll make you keep 
your contract, Sir. | 

Sir Gill. Why, Madam, you need not be in a paſſion 
about that; I don't defign any other; I'll do him juſtice 
immediately. | 

L. Wrang. Oh, will you ſo? Come, then, where's the 
deed, Sir ? 

Wit. A-hum! Your humble ſervant ! How doſt thou 
do now, my little Tommy ? 

Fran. T'll tell you preſently, Sir. 

Wit. Ha, ha! *Egad, thou art reſolved to die hard, I 
find 


nd, | = 
Law. Here, Madam, this is the deed; there is no- 
thing wanting but the blanks to be filled up with the 
bridegroom's name. Pray, which is the gentleman ? 
L. Nraug. Here, Sir, this is he Put in William 
Witling, elq. | | : 
Sir Gilb. Hold, Madam, two words to that bargain ? 
that is not the gentleman I have reſolved u 
L. Wrang. Come, come, Mr. Wrangle, don't be a 
fool, I ſay. 
Sir Gilb. And, pray, Madam, don't you pretend to be 
wiſer than I am. 
L. Wrang. What ſtupid fetch have you got in your 
head now ? 
Vit. Heyday ! what time of the moon is this? Why, 
have not I your contract here in my hand, Sir Gilbert? 
Sir Gilb. With all my heart; make your beſt on't; L'll 
y the penalty; and what have you to ſay now? And 
3 Sir, [To the Laxvyer,] I fay, put me in Thomas 
Frankly, eſq. 
IL. Wra:g. Mr. Wrangle, don't provoke me. Do you 
know that the penalty of your refuſing Mr. Witling, is 
above fix-and-twenty thouſand pounds difference, Sir ? 
Sir Gilb. Yes, Madam; but to let you fee that I am 
not the fool you take me for, neither ; there's that will 
ſeeure me againſt paying a farthing of it. 
[Sir Gilbert ſhervs a bond. 
2 L. Vr ang. 
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L. Wrang. What do you mean? 

Sir Gilb. "Why, that this, Madam, is a joint bond from 
Mr. Granger and Frankly, to indemnify me from all de- 
mandas, coſts, and conſ:quences of Mr. Witling's contract. 

[Lady W rangle peruſes the bond. 

Char. Now, Mr. Witling, you fee upon what a ſhal- 
low foundation Frankly built all his vanity and affurance. 
But, poor man! he did not conſider it was ſtill in m 
you to marry you, tho* you had no contralt ot all wich 

my ather. 

Wit. Right, my pretty ſoul I ſuppoſe he thought the 
merit md rad * of this bond, 2 — 1 have 
made you cock ſure to him; but I'll let him ſee, pre- 


ſently, that I know how to pay a handſome compliment 
* ＋ lady, as well as himſelf, Egad, I will bite his 


Char. Ay, do, I Willing; you touch my heart with 
the very FA of it. 


Wit. Ah, you charming devil ! 
J. Wrang. 175 Sir Gilberr.] Is this, then hen, yor expe 
dient? Is this your ſordid way of evadi right — 
juſtice? Go, you vile LN ſit at! 
But you ſhall 1 find that I have a ſuperior ſenſe of b honour : 
and thus, thus, thus, Ill force you to be juſt. 


[Tears the bond. 
Fran. Confuſion ! 
Sir Gilb. Oons, Madam ! what do you mean by this 
_ outrage ? 
L. Wrang. Now, where's our ſecurity? Where is 


your vile evaſion now, Sir? What trick, what ſhift have 
you now to ſave you? 


Sir Gilb. Frankly ——ſtand by me. 

Fran. Was ever ſuch a devil?” | 

Gran. Fear nothing; I'll warrant you; come, Sir, 
don't be diſheartened ; your ſecurity ſhall be renewed to 
your content. Let the lawyer draw it up this inſtant, 
and I'll give my word and honour to fign it again before 
all this company. 

Sir Gilb. Say ſt thou ſo, my lad? n | 
likins——Frankly, ſtand by me. 
| Fran, Generous Granger 

L. Mop Let the lawyer draw up any ſuch thing in 
my — he dares. Gran. 
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8 Nay, then, Madam, I'll ſee who dares moleſt 
m, 
Fran. Egad, whoever does, ſhall have more than one 
to deal with. 
Sir Gilb, Well ſaid; ſtand your ground—Write away, 
man. [ To the Lawyer, 
Char. Now, Mr. Withng———— 5 
Mit. Nay, nay, if that's your play, gentlemen - Come, 
come, I'll ſhe you a ſhorter way to make an end of this 
matter and to let you ſee you are all in the wrong 


box, and that now I am ſecure of the lady's inclination, 


I think it a diſhonour to her beauty to make uſe of any 
other advantage, than the naked merit of her humble 
ſervant. There, Sir Gilbert, there's your contract back 
again; tear it, cancel it, or light your pipe with it—And 

adam [To Char, 

Char. Ay, now, Mr. Witling, you have made me the 
happieſt creature living. And now, Mr, Lawyer —— 

Wit. Ay, now, gentlemen —— 

Char. Put in Thomas Frankly, eſq. 

Vit. Fire and brimſtone ! 

Fran. Ay, now Mr. Witling | 

Sir Gilbß. Odſheart, in with him — 

L. Wrang. Come, come, Mr. Wrangle 
Sir Gilb. Oons, wife, be quiet! 

L. Wrang. Wife! What, am I abuſed, inſulted, then? 

Sir Gilb, Ah, Charlotte, let me hug thee, and buſs 
thee, and bleſs thee to death! But, here, huſſy, here's a 
pair of lips that will make better work with thee. 

Mit. Bit, by the powers! 

Char. Nay, don't ſay that of me, Mr. Witling ; twas 
even all your own doing : for you can't reproach me with 
having once told you I ever loved, or liked you. How 
then could you think of marrying me ? 


Mit. Not reproach you, Madam? Oons, and death! 


did you not as good as 


Fran. Hold, Sir; when you ſpeak to my wife, I muſt 


beg you to ſoften the tone of your voice a little. 

Wit, Heyday ! what a pox, muſt not loſers have leave 
to ſpeak, neither? | 3 

Fran. No, no, my dear Billy, thou art no loſer at all; 


for 
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for you have made your call, you ſee, and now have faire 
ly had your refuſal too. : 

Nit. Ha, ha! that's pleaſantly ſaid, however, 'egad! 
I can't help laughing at a good thing, though, tho' I am 
half ready to hang myſelt. 

Fran. Nay, then, Witling, hence forth I'll allow thee 
a man of parts; tho?, at the fame time, you muſt grant 
me, there are no fools like your wit?.* But fince thou 
haſt wit enough to laugh at thyſelf, I think nobody elſe 
ought to do it. | 1 

Mit. Why, then, dear Tom, I give you joy; for, to 
ſay the truth, I believe I was a little over-haſty in this 
matter. But, as thou ſayeſt, he that has not wit 
* enough to find himſelf ſometimes a fool, is in danger of 
being fool enough to have nobody think him a wit but 
« himſelf.” | | 

Fran. [To I.. Wrang.] And now, Madam, were it but 


| poſſible to deſerve your pardon —— 


L. Wrang. I ſee you know my weakneſs ——Submiſ- 
ſion muſt prevail upon a generous nature—T forgive you. 
Sir Gilb, Why, that's well faid of all fides. And, now 
you are part of my family, gentlemen, Pl tell you a ſe- 
cret that concerns your fortunes——Hark you—in one 
word——fſell ſell out as faſt as you can; for (a 
friends) the game's up —aſk no queſtions but, I 
tell you, the jeſt is over But money down, (d'ye ob- 
ſerve me?) money down. Don't meddle for time ; for 
the time's a coming, when thoſe that buy will not be able 
to pay. And ſo, the devil take the hindmoſt ; and Hea- 
ven bleſs you all together. 
Gran. And now, Sophronia, ſet we forward to the pro- 
miſed land of love. 
$2ph. In vain, againſt the force of nature's law, 
Would rigid morals keep our hearts in awe ; 
All our loſt labours of the brain but prove, 
In lite there's no philoſophy like love. 


Exp of the Ftrru Acr. 


EPI. 


KF LL OGU SPL 


H time is come the Roman bard forctold, 
A brazen year ſucceeds an age of gold; 
An age 
i Den ſpecious books vere oper*d for undoing, 
And Engliſh hands, in crouds, ſibſcrid'd their ruin. 
Some months azo, <whocter could ſuppoſt, | } 


A gooſequill race of rulers ſhould have roſe, | 

Tae made the varlite Britonsgroanbeneath their bloxws ? 

Ewils, that never yet beheld the fun, | 
To foreigu-arms, or civil jars, nuknown, } 
Thefe trembling miſcreants, by their qwiles have done, 

Thus the fierce lion, <vhom no force coulil foil, 

y vwillage-curs is baited in the toil, 

Forgive the muſe then, if ber ſcenes were laid 

Before your fair paſſeſſions avere betray'd ; 

She took the fitting form as e then ran, 

While a director ſcem'd au honeſt man : 

But cvere he from his preſent form to take him, 

What a huge gorging monſter muſt ſhe make him? 

How would his paunch æbith golden ruin ſauell? 

N hole families devouring at a meal ? 

What motley humonr in a ſcene might floxv, 

Wee wwe theje upſtarts in their arts to ſhox ? 

When their nigh betters at their gates have waited, 

And all to beg the fac. uus to be — ; 

Freon that favour, (or they're by fame bely'd) 

To raiſe the value of the cheat, deny d. 

Aud while Sir Jol n 2was airing on his prancers, 

He'as left bis cookmaid to give peers their anſevers. 

Then clerks in Berlins, purchas'd by their cheats, 

That ſplaſh their walking betters in the fireets. 

And while, by fraud, their native country's ſold, 

Cy, Drive, you dog, and give your borſes gold : 

Even Fetus no bounds of luxury refrain, 

But boil their Chriſtian hams in pure Champain. 

Till then, the guilty, that have caus'd theſe times, 
Feel a ſuperior cenſure for their crimes, ö 

Let all, <vhoſe wrengs the face of mirth can bear, 

Enjoy the muſe's vengeance on them here. 


ce 
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